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PREFACE. 



Tins is not intended to be a complete collection 
of the poetical works of Charles G. Hal pine. Some 
of these are already before the public in "Miles 
O'Reilly His Book" and " Baked Meate of the Fu- 
neral/' from which it is not desirable to copy them, 
as much of their aignificance, in many instances, de- 
pends upon their connection with the prose matter 
with which they are interwoven. It would be im- 
possible, if it were desirable, to make any extended 
extracts from those two books without explanations 
that would render this compilation cumbersome. 
Some of his earlier productions have been taken from 
the volume entitled " Lyrics by the Letter H," which 
he published in the year 1854, and which is out 
of print, but the great body of the following eflPn- 
sions are now for the first time collected. Thev are 
followed by notes describino: the circumstances un- 
der which some of them were written, and givinp^ 
personal reminiscences of the author that will grow 
in interest daily. 

The habits, mode of thought, manner of work, and 
many individual peculiarities, although of no import- 
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ance when tliey concern an unknown person, are of 
interest to the public wlien tliey affect a great man, 
one of the bright lights of his day and generation; 
and that Charles G. Halpine was a great man, a bril- 
liant genins, and an uncommon intellect, his contem- 
jx)raries have conceded, and postciity will confirm by 
more dclil)erate decision. The success of one labor- 
er in the literary vineyard encourages others, and the 
life under consideration is a wonderful example of 
the effect of hard work when nnited with great gifts; 
for it is a remarkable fact that tiiis talented writer 
invariably denied that he possessed any peculiar ge- 
nius, and attributed his success sini])ly to hard work 
and indomitable energy. Ills career is well wortli 
studying to all those who are wearily toiling along 
the same hard path, and even the sketch of it wliich 
can be given in the narrow limits of this volume 
teaches a valuable lesson. 

That this collection will not be as full as it should 
be is accounted for by the suddenness of the decease 
of the author, by the confusion in which his papers 
were necessarily left, and by the haste with which 
circumstances have compelled this compilation to be 
made. For the same and other reasons, no attempt 
has been made at classification, and it may be tliat 
omitted poems will liave to be aihlcd at tlie last mo- 
ment General Halpine had never been in the habit 
of collecting or preserving his works ; his pen was so 
busy, his brain so fertile, his time so fully occupied, 
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that Buch an attempt would fiave been a severe tax 

upon him ; and although he had before his death 
commenced getting togetlier liis poetical efforts, the 
collection, so far as it liad proceeded, being incom- 
plete and uniiniBhed, was of little assistance. Al- 
though his memoiy was wonderful, yet his writings 
were bo voluminous that he actually could not re- 
member them all. For any deficiencies, therefore, 
tins explanation must be the excuse of 

The Educic. 
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BIOGRAPHICAL SKETCH. 



Cbables G. Halpike waB born near the town of Old* 
castle, in the county of Meath, Ireland, in the year 1 829. 
IQs &ther, the Rev. Nicholas J. Halpine, was an Epis- 
copal cleigyman of the Established Church, and a man 
of extraordinary abilities. A remarkable aptitude for 
literature, and especially that peculiar branch of it con- 
nected with the life of a journalist, existed in the fam- 
ily. The &ther was editor of the Dublin Msmimj 
MaU^ and an uncle, Win. Henry Halpine, was proprietor 
and editor of the Cheltenham Mail, Charles G. Hal- 
pine was the favorite son of his father, and early gave 
evidences of those abilities which brousrht liiiu such 
distinguished honor in later years. At as early an age 
as the rules of the college allowed he was admitted to 
Trinity, from which he subsequently graduated with 
distinction,. having won the affection of liia follow-stu- 
dents and the respect of his instructors. Subsequently 
he commenced the study of medicine, and obtained a 
superficial but not thorough knowledge of that science, 
■ when he surrendered it for the more congenial pursuit 
of journalism. He contributed to the Irish, and subse- 
quently to the English press, spending several years in 
London; but feeling that his talents were kept down 
by the want of a proper opportunity, he determined 
upon emigration to the United States. 
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He came alone to tliis country, although he had been 
married some years previous to his departure from 
England ; but 80 soon as he was fairly established, he 
sent for his young wife, who joined him immediately. 
He eBtablished himself in Boston, where for some years 
he was comiected with the Boston Poa^, and subse- 
quently became leading editor of a paper called the 
C€arpest Bag^ which had but a short existence in spite 
of the talent of its conductors^ who were Mr. ShiUaber 
(known under the soubriquet of Mrs. Partington), Dr. 
Shepley, and Chas. 6. Halpine. After its &ilure he re- 
moved to New Tork, where he became associate editor 
of the TimeB, with Henry J. Baymond, and shortly aft- 
erward acquired an interest in the New York Lmder. 
• with John Clancy. To this latter paper he devoted 
liis best efforts; he not only iuiuished the political 
matter, but gave sketches and stories, which were so 
weil appreciated that the circulation of the Leader rap- 
idly increased from a few hundred to elevi ii tliousand, 
and it became a power in the land. At that period he 
commenced to exhibit his talent for fictitious inven- 
tions ; and, under a wager that he would produce a 
sensation at a time when literary matters were excess- 
ively dull, he wrote a long account of the resuscitation 
of Hicks, the pirate, who was executed on Bedloe's Isl- 
and a short time before. By this production, which 
was most adroitly done and complete in all minutice of 
detail, for which his medical knowledge furnished a 
good basis, he attained his object, and not only set the 
city wild with excitement, but originated a blind sus- 
picion which was not allayed for many years. 

He did not, however, restrict his pen to any single 
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journal, but contributed to almost all of importance 
that were published m the metropolia — a story for one, 
an editorial for another, a poem for a third, on any 
. subject and in various styles adapted to each publica- 
tion. In fiict, his very first article for the American 
press appeared in the Tribum; and it was shortly aft- 
er his arrival, when he was strongly alive to the wrongs 
of his native country, and naturaUy sympathetic with 
the down-trodden of every land, that he wrote for that 
journal a fiimous poem, the authorship of which has 
long been wisely attributed to Mr..Greeley, containing 
the linesy 

''Tear dovim the flannting lie, 
Half mait the starry flag, 
Insult no sonny dcy 
With hate's poUnted ng." 

Tliis rt'inarkable versatilitv has led to the chartre 
against him tluit he possessed no literary conscience. 
But this accusation was most 'false. Hif? tempuer, it is 
true, was mercurial, and his views would occasionally 
vary, but he never prostituted his powers to sustain a 
lie or to do an injustice. He liad no control of many 
of the papers for which be contnbuted, and was re- 
quired to furnish matter that accorded with the views 
and purposes of each, and so far he had to modify his 
own sentiments ; but nothing that he ever wrote was 
in a bad cause or for an unworthy object, and his course 
of action was invariably the best that he could follow 
under the circumstances; but when he was his own 
master, and u& such publications as he controlled, his 
conduct was guided by the highest sense of duty, often ^ 
at great pecuniary loss to himseli^ and invariably to the 
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disgnet of those who would* have warped him to their 
meaner views. When the war asrainst the Union broke 
out he laid down the pen and took tt|) tlie sword, 
(living up all his connection with the press, surrender- 
ing the liberal income which his literary gifts secured 
to him, he accepted tlie moderate pay of a lieutenant 
in the Sixty-ninth lie giment, commanded by Colonel 
Corcoran, lie rapidly mastered the details of military 
service, and his peculiar talents led to his promotion to 
the staff of General Hunter, with' whom he served 
throughout the greater part of the war. His duties as 
adjutant general^ botli with General Dnvid Hunter, 
and subsequently with J^Iigor General Ualleck when 
he was general in ehiel^ were very arduous. Not 
only did he have the preparation of idl the official cor- 
respondence, but he had to perform much literary work 
foT the papers in moulding the pnblic mind to n^ilit|^ry 
nectessities. At that period the Korth was In uncei^ain 
humor^and the government had to feel its way care- 
fully, and watch, and, so &r as in its power lay, guide, 
public opinion. In his capadty as adjutant general 
he prepared for General Hunter's signature the first or- 
der ever issued directing the enrollment of a negro reg- 
iment, for which he was honored by the rebels by being 
included in the outlawry which was declared against 
that intrepid soldier, and which directed the immediate 
execution of both general and adjutant, if they were 
captured. 

Both the commandinf? officers with whom General 
Halpine had served recognized his eminent merits, and 
strongly urged upon the government that Ids rank 
should be advanced, but the Secretary of War utterly 
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ignored their applications, and left this patriot to the 
last a simple major. The reason for this action the 
party most affected by it could n^ ver cloarly under- 
stand, but he supposed it was due to some infui nialit y ; 
that the application was addressed to the President in- 
stead of to the Secretary of Wai', or for some other 
such triyial error, if error it could be called ; for his 
final interview with the great organizer of the war dis- 
pelled many of hid prejudices, and caused a thorough 
revulsion of sentiment toward one whom he regarded 
as his enemy for political reasonsL His eyesight, which 
was always weak, having &iled firom exposure and ex- 
cessive labor, he had twice sent in his resignation, ac- 
companied with the certificate of the surgeon that fiir- 
th^r service would probably result in total blindness. 
These resignations were not accepted, although a fiir- 
lough was granted him on the latter — a fbrlough which, 
before it was half expired, he surrendered, that he might 
accompany General Hunter in his ])erilous expedition 
down the Sh<-auindaah Valley. When that expedition 
returned, after enduring incredible hardships, he again 
a]iplied to be pennitted to resign, and obtained an hon- 
orable and complimentary acceptance of his resignation 
at once. The last of his doubts were removed when, in 
spite of his earnest support of M'Clellan as the presi- 
dential candidate of the Democrats against Abraham 
Lincoln, he was breveted lieutenant colonel, colonel, 
and brigadier general 

Few men sacrificed more for the cause; few men 
made less by it. If he^iadbeen a son of the soil he 
could have done no more, and was baptized in fire and 
blood as an American. Forever afterward he regarded 
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himself as a citizen by Lirthnght and inheritanco in- 
stead of by a<lo])tion, for lie had helped to save what 
came to others in .the natural way and by accident. 
He had " paid a great price," and was entitled to all 
the rights of one "bom free." His last connection 
with the army was under General Dix in the city of 
New York, where he had the congenial duty of arrest- 
ing and punishing bounty swindlers. The frequenters 
of La&yette Hall had deep cause to lament bis fearless- 
ness, unwearying resolution, and irrepresuble energy. 
He woiked night and ^y to bring the rascals to their 
deaerts, and his skill in ferreting out fraud and in hunt- 
ing down corrupt politicians which he had obtained in 
other walks of life was of vast service to him. 

It was while he was on the staff of General Bix that 
the articles from his pen in the 'daily papers, ex})osing 
the corruptions of the municipal government, attracted 
the attention of the Citizens' Association, .wliich had 
then just inaugurated its reform iiiovemeuts in that city. 
As soon as he was released from the army, ajiplication 
w'as rftade to him to assume the conduct of The Citi- 
zen ncwspajier, which had boon started by the Associa- 
tion. He accepted the position, and finally purchased 
the entire journal and conducted it until the time of 
his death. He used it not only as a vehicle for refonn 
in municipal affairs, but as an organ in party politicSb 
With its aid and his own exertions he built up under 
the name of the Democratic Union an organization op- 
posed to political corruption, and strengthened it by 
his personal popularity till it^ became more powerful 
witliin the sphere of its action than Tammany Hall it- 
self. But, even when giving the larger part of his at- 
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iL'iition to TiiJK CiTizKN, he still found time to contrib- 
ute many articles to other papers. One of his earliest 
connections with the press was as French translator for 
the Jleraldy and from that period to the close of his ca- 
reer he had relations of the most intimate character 
with that journal and its editor, who from the first ap- 
preciated his remarkable and striking genius. 

Such is a brief outline of his career as a journalist. 
His saocess as a politician was equally, briliiuit. lu 
London he had eofinected himself with the ^ Young Ire- 
land party." In this country his first essay in politics 
was as the private secretary of Stephen A Douglas, 
and by virtue of that position he became identified with 
the leading political events of that exciting period. In 
consequenoif of his position toward Douglas, he natural- 
ly becaine the embassador between him and Buchanan 
in the negotiations for a settlement of their difficulties. 
The cunning sage of Wheatland, however, deceived him 
and his employer, and never did he forgive the baseness 
of that treachery toward the beloved leader of the Free- 
soil faction. It rankled in his heart, and he could not 
help expressing it when a thoughtless Republican Sen- 
ate were oftering incense on the grave of a double-dyed 
traitor — a traitor to his friends and his country. 

For many years he was a member, and of course a 
most actively influential one, of the Tammany Hall 
General Committee. He was soon engaged in a reform 
movement, and his object of attack was no other than 
Fernando Wood, so notorious as the organizer and lead- 
er of eorraption in the city of New York, and who, by 
his sldlUul combinations, maintained a bad eminence 
in that dty. The struggle was fierce and bitter, but 
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coitrage and honesty conquered duplicity and venality, 
and Ilalpine lived to rout his opponent and break his 
power. His admission to the army removed him in a 
great measure from the political arena; but no sooner 
was he free firom military duties and trammels than he 
returned to an employment that gave especial scope to 
his talents. His fertility of resource was wonderful, 
his combinations beautiful and effective, and his grasp 
of the entire subject most masterly. At the period of 
his return to civU life, Tammany Hall had agam &llen 
into the slough of iniquity, and, true to his nature, he 
oommenoed a battle against an organization that had 
once been his political home. The first brilliant sno- 
cess of this new combination was his «own election to 
the Registership, a very lucrative office, against an ad- 
verse majority on other candidates of nearly fifty thou- 
Band. This was quickly followed by other triumphs, 
and at the time of his decease he was elaborating 
schemes and perfecting plans which would liave ren- 
dered inevitable the defeat of his adversaries iu the 
then approaching election. 

But Charles G. Tfal[)iiie was more than a journalist, 
more than a politician ; he was a poet and an author 
whose writings were entitled to no mere fleeting popu- 
larity. So occupied was he, however, that he had neg- 
lected putting the great body of these productions in 
permanent form. He was so hidden under the imper- 
sonality of newspaper literature that he was hardly 
known to the public at large tmtil the year 1662, when 
he assumed the nom depkme of Miles O'Reilly. His 
assumption of this soubriquet was merely accidental, 
and the rank of private in the Forty-seventh New 
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York," instead of a similar place in the Sixty-ninth, t o 
which he had belonged, came from the fact that the 
Forty-seventh was the unly Irish regiment at Hilton 
Head at the date of his military lyrical effusions, and 
it was essential to his purpose to assume the character 
of an ignorant but well-meaning Irishman. His series 
of amusing poems referring to matters at Beaufort — or 
pretending to be connected therewith — were an im- 
mense success, and made his soubriquet a household 
word throughout the land — ^&r more so than his own 
true appellation. But it is not generally known that 
they were w^ritten with a praiseworthy object, and for 
the good of the service. They were followed by his 
imaginary banquets and other fancy sketehes^ the force 
and pnrpose of which can only be fully appreciated by 
politicians veised in £he mysteries of New York poli- 
tico 

These entertaining and amusing poetic effbsions, al- 
though so effectiye^ were the least finished of his metric- 
al efforts. Many of his amatory 'sonnets were exqui- 
site as works of art, and in thdr deUcaoy and force of 
sentiment. He never ignored the passion which rules 
the world, but never made it gross or prominent. His 
admiration for woman was too pure and refined to make 
such a degradation of her |)ossible to his thoughts or 
pen. Many of the finest of these are filmost lost to the 
world, and are only preserved in alliums and scrap- 
books, his life being too full to allow him time to at- 
tend to the collection of his productions. Even more 
beautiful than his love-songs were his poems in memo- 
ry of the dead who fell in the War for the Union. 
These were the natural outpourings of his heart ; as no 
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soldier crippled, sick, or out of work, ever applied to 
' him in vain for assistance, so his regard for the dead 
was simple reverence. The poem on the dedication of 

Gettysburg is thrilling, and only surpassed in vigor by 
the grand lines of his latest work in commemoration 
of the Irisli Legion — a work which gives evidences of 
greater capacity than he had then developed, and was 
tlie promise of even a higher career for the fiiture, had 
his life not been brought to its sudden termination. 
The circumstances uiider whicli most of his productions 
were presented had possibly niarlc him occasionally 
careless, and it was only for a worthy occasion that he 
exerted his full powers. 

He had a slight knowledge of law, having been ad- 
mitted to the bar, and having for some time held the 
position of assistant district at(!6niey ; but his knowl- 
edge was not thorough, and was rarely, except in .this 
instance^put to any practical use. His mastery of a 
subject or a profession was, by the aid of his powerful 
memory, easy and rapid; but, unless he had sounded 
it to the bottom, he laid it aside entirely. 

As for the circumstances of his death, although most 
deplorable, they are perfectly simple of explanation. 
He had always suffered at times from insomnia, or want 
of ability to sleep. It had been liis habit to write 
witliout cessation for many hours, often for several days 
and nights in succession, without rest, until his brain 
was in so nervously excited a condition that sleep was 
absolutely banished. Then a nervine or sudorific was 
absolutely necessary to produce a nonnal conditicm of 
his system. At times he took opiates, but of late he 
had used ether or chloroform. His medical studies 



Biogrwphi<xA Sketch, zvii 



gave him sonic knowledge of the power of thcBC daD- 
geroiis drugs, he had seen them applied to Mrs. Halpine 
wlien Bulferiiig Irom violent liysterical attacks, and he 
used them npon himself to produce lethargy and sleep, 
or even to dull })ain. 

For some two weeks before his death he had been in 
perfect health, in excellent spirits, and in capital work- 
ing condition. Early in the last week of his life he had 
written his poem commemorative of the Irish Legion, 
and on his ^nal Saturday he was at the ofiice of Thb 
CmzEK nntil abont two o'clock, in gayer humor and 
more genial mood than usual, although he was invaria- 
bly a charming companion. Later he was attacked 
with violent pain in tiie head, and he had lecourse to 
chloroform. The apothecary, by a well-intentioned but 
unfortunate error, gave him a diluted article whidi had 
no effect, and which he detected as deficient in strength. 
Then he sent for more, and under the delusion that it 
also was -weak or adulterated, while it was actually of 
full strength, inhaled too much of it and became insen- 
sible. Thus, by a mere accident, a most important life 
was taken away from the public at its j)eriod of great- 
est usefulness. He died ere more than half his natural 
term of activity had run, at tlie age of tliirty-nine, at 
a period when his faculties were in their most perfect 
development. 

Such is a brief outline of the life and death of a man 
who had few equals among his contemporaries. The 
details are meagre, the statements bald, but tliey are 
such as our limits will alone peimit^ The description 
of the character of him who has gone from among us 
is far more difficult ; friendship and affection may guide 
2 
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the pen, but will scarcely prove equal to the task ; they 
will fail not from claiming too much, but by doing too 

little fur one who liad great talents, many virtues, and 
few faults. With the public he was a favorite, among 
his intimates he was beloved. He had a tliousand 
qualities to win esteem, not one to cause dislike or even 
coldness. His imperfectionB, and they were l)ut as the 
spots on the sun, brought sufteriiig to himself ulone. 
He possessed the largest generosity, the strongest ai- 
fection, the most iaithfui friendship, the most unsullied 
honor, and not a single meanness. He was candid, 
•straightforward, honorable, and upright ; contact with 
the world had not dimmed the purity of his soul. He 
was kind, thoughtfiil, gentle, considerate to those un- 
der him, firank and honest with his oomiades. 

Charles G. Halpine from his earliest yonth possessed 
a power of ftscination, was surrounded with an atmo- 
sphere of electrical sympathy which it was impossible 
for man or woman to resist He won his way to every 
heart without an effort Emd to oth<ers, he never for- 
got a kindness to himself; open and frank, he recog^ 
nized honesty and openness in others. He had a won- 
derful gift for creatingfriendship,and never in the course 
of his laborious life did he fall into dillieulty but some 
one was near wIjo gladly readied him a helping hand. 
If wronged, he was easily appeased. He was generous 
to an adversary, was mercifid to those who were doT\Ti ; 
and never, in all his many contests and bitter political 
feuds, ^d "he strike below the belt," take an unfair ad- 
vantage, or pursue a victory into revengefulness. He 
died almost without an enemy, and the press united as 
with one voice in expressions of affection to his memory. 
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It was innate with him, a part of himself that ho 
could not^ escape from, to op2)ose fraud, vtiialil y, and 
corruption. Whether he was coutendiug for n form in 
city politics, or ferreting out bounty swindles, or guard- 
ing against the corruptions of the quartermaster's de- 
partments, he was only obeying a law of his existence. 
He was once oftered a fortune l>y a quartermaster at 
Hilton Head, when he jv^as adjutant general, and he had 
but to shut his eyes and come home rich. The gov- 
ernment had utterly ignored his services, and he was 
retained against his will in the army, and prevented 
from earning a suitable income by his independent ex- 
ertions. It was a sore temptation, or wguld have been 
to most men, but he simply ordered the tempter under 
arrest, and presented charges at Washingtoa So he 
could at any time have made terms with his political 
opponents in this city, and secured any office he want- 
ed ; and yet he never swerved from his course^ nor 
even hesitated as to his action. 

lie was generous to a fault. Appeals for charity 
were almost irresistible, although he might have little 
evidence that the object was worthy. In this, as in 
many other matters, he was a representative — a high- 
toned and noljle one — of his race. Lively, kind-hearted, 
grateful, extravagant, versatile, inconsequent, mercuri- 
al, easily guided by his friends, he was a thorough Irish 
gentleman. Endow^ed with a wonderful memory, facile 
as wax to acquire an impression, like adamant to retain 
it, and possessed of a superior classical education, he 
had the groundwork for his genius to go upon. 

The style of his writings has been praised, but in re- 
ality he cared nothing for style. He worked for a pur^ 
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pose. He used his pen to carve out a certain result^ 
and wonderfbl was the skill with which he prooeeded. 

This perception was intuitive, and the most effective 
plans seemed to present themselves of their own voli- 
tion. He made no pretense to finish and adorn his 
style, and rarely read his productions except to correct 
the proof. But he was wonderfully fertile in arirument 
and exhaustless in varietv of mode of T)resentina a 
pohit. The most remarkable evidence of liis ability to 
efiect a purj^ose, even when that j)iirpose was an entire 
revulsion of public sentiment, is furnished by his song 
"Sambo's Right to l)e Kilt." That was written to ac- 
cnstom the Irish — who had so p:reat a prejudice agamst 
a n^ro that they did not like him even to be killed in 
the company of white soldiers— to the idea of negro 
regiments. Its effect was as astonishing as its argu- 
ments were unanswerable. Regiments of blacks were 
directly and indirectly a necessity of Korthem success^ 
and their possibility was mainly due to the wondrous- 
ly skillful pen of General Halpine. 

We have endeavored to give a slight insight into the 
character of the deceased from the point of view of one 
who knew him intimatelv, who understood him thor- 
oughly, and with whom he was in perfect sympathy; 
but the pen is feeble thai attempts this last act of friend- 
ship. No power can bring the bright glance into the 
eye that is dull forever; the smile to the lip that is si- 
lent and closed ; the glow to the cheek that is cold as 
marble. No words can describe the fascination of his 
presence, nothing explun the force of his persuasive 
eloquence, more powerful in conversation than in dec- 



BioqrwpkimL Bhetck. zxi 



lamation. The death of no Bingle individual in the 
community would have reached so Ihr, touched bo many 
hearts, and affected bo many interests. His activity 
had ramified into a thousand directions, and allied Iiini 
with hundreds of i)ubUc matters, until iiis death became 
a uatiouui calamity. ^ 
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. A VESPER HYMN.» 

THE'eveniug bells of Sahlmth till 

The dusky silence «f the night, 
And through our gathering gloom distili 

Sweet sparkles of immortal light ; 

Sadi hoars of peace as these reqnite 
The labbrs of the weary week ; 

When tlius, with souls refreshed and bright, 
Forgiveness of our sins we seek ! 

• Oh ! help us, .Te?in55, to conform 

Our spirits, thoughts, and lives to tjiinel 

Beyond this earthly strife and storm, 
Oh ! make Thy star of Love to shinel 
When we are sinking in the brine 

Of doabt and care — oh come, that we. 
As Peter did, may safe resign 

Our sinking helplessness to thee ! 

• 

Thy fiodhood — whence all glor}' fiowa — 

Thou didst not scrn])le to abase, 
To rescae from undying woes 

The sons of a rebellious race! 

Who can, unmoved, iinweeping, tWMSe 
Thy meek obedience to His will. 

Whose sole appointed means of grace 
• Thou didst, even to the Gross, folfill! 

Our wayward footsteps wander wide, 

Pnrsniiig Joy's delusive rays ; 
And, in our hours of health and pride, 

Too oft ftom Thee omr spirit strays ; 

But soon descend the darker days. 
When youth and strength their lustre hide. 

And, joumeyiug tlurough a pathless maze, 
We tarn to oar n^eeted Qaide! 

B 
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Lend l»:u k, oh Lord I thy wandering flhiQQi— 

Oh, guide us gently to thy fold ! 
Instruct us all Thy laws to keep, 

And onto Hiine our lives to maald ! 

For we are weak, and faith grows cold— 
Nor ever sleep the Tempter's powers ; 

Hioa art oar only stay and hold — 
Tbrongh- Thee alone can heaven be oun! 

A darker shade, a denser gloom 
Descends on all the folded flowers, 

While, silent as the voiceless tomb, 
Above them roll the tnidniglit hours: 
To-morrow's dawn, and their perfume 

Again will lill their glowing bowers — ' 
Iioiid, after death so bid os faloom, 

Where no frost chiUs^ no tempest lowers ! 



ON BAI8ING A MONUBiENT TO THB IBI8H LE6I0N.> 

To raise a column o*er the dead. 

To strew flowers the graves those 
Who long ago, in storms of lea^ 
And where die bolts of battle sped. 

Beside us faced our Southern fu^p ; 
To honor these — the unshriven, unliearsed — 

TcHlar we sad snrrirMB come, 
With colors draped, and arms reversed, 
And all our souls in gloom immersed, 

With silent fife and muffled drum. 

la mournful guise our banners wave, 
Black clouds above the ^'son-burst'' lower; 

• We mourn the tnie, the young, the brave, 
Who for this land tliat shelter gave. 

Drew swords in peril s deadliest hour — 
For Irish soldiers, fighting here 

As when Lord Clare was bid advance^ . • 

And Cumberhind beheld with fear 
The old green banner swinging clear 

To shield tiie broken lines of Erance. 

We mourn them ; not because they die^ 

In battle, for our destined race, 
In every held of warlike pride, . 
Fkvm Limerick's wall to India's tide, 

Have borae our flag to fi»emost place; 
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As if each aonght the soldier's trade, 
While some dim hope within himglows^ 

Before he dies, in line arrayed, 

To see tiie old green flag disi)layed 
IVMr final fig)it with Ireland's fioes. 

For such a race the soLlier's death 

Seems not a cruel death to die, 
Around their names a laurel wrciith, 
A wild cheer as the parting breath, 

On whifh their sjiirits mount the sky: 
Oh, had their hope been only won — 

On Irish soil their final fight, 
And had they seen, ere sinkinf: dnwn, 
Our Emerald torn from England's crown, . 

Each dead face would have flashed with light t 

But vain are words to check the tide 

Of widowed grief and orphaned woe : 
Again we see them by onr side, 
As full of youth, and strength, and pride 

They first went forth to meet the foe ! 
Their kindling eyes, their steps elate, 

Their grief at parting hid in mirth ; 
Against our foes no spark of hate — 
No wish birt to preserve the state 

That welccnnes all the oppressed of earth. 

Not a new Ireland to invoke- 
To gimrd the Hug was all they sought ; 

Not to make others feel the yoke 

Of Poknd, fell the shot and stroke 
Of those who in the Legion fought: 

Upon our great flag's azure field 
, To hold nnharmed each starr\- gem— 

Tliis cause on manv a bloody field, 

Thinned out by death, they would not yield- 
It was the world's last hope to them. 

O ye, the small surviving band, 

Oh Irish race wherever spread. 
With wailing voice and wringing hand, 
And the wild kaoim of the old dear land. 

Think of her Legion's countless dead! 
Struck out of life by ball or blade, 

Or.tom in fragments by the shell, 
With briefest prayer by brother made, 
And rudely in their bkinkets laid, 

Now deep the bmve who fonght so welL 
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Their widows — tell not them of prid^ 

No laurel checks the orplmn's tear; 
They only feel the world is wide, 
And dark, and hard — ^nor help nor gnlde— > 

No husband's arm, no father near ; 
But at their woe our fields were won, 

And pious pity fw thdr km 
In streams of generous aid thonld nm 
To help them suy " Thy will be done,** 

As bent in grief they kiss the Cross. 

Then for the soldiers and their chief 

Let all combine a abaft to raise— 
The double type of j)nde and snef, 
With many a sculpture and relief 

To tell their tale to after days ; 
And here will shine — our jiroudest boast 

\Vliile one of Irish blood sun'ives— 
*' Sacred to tliat unfaltering host 
Of s< Idit rs ftrom a distant coast, 

Who for the Union gave their liTes: 

*' Welcomed they were with generons hand; 

And to that ^^ clcome nobly tnie, 
When War's dread tocsin tilled the land, 
With sinewy arm and swinging brand, 

Tbese exiles to the rescue flew ; 
Tiieir fealty to the flag they gave. 

And for the Union, daring death, 
Foremost among the foremost brave, 
They welcomed victory and the grave 

In the name sigh of puning breath." 

Thus be their modest history peimed. 
Bat not with this our love must ceaie ; 

Lot I>rnyers from pious hearts ascend, 
And o'er their ashes let us blend 

AH fouds and focdons into peace : 
Oh men of Ireland ! here unite 

Around the graves of these we love. 
And from their homes of endless light 
The Legion's dead will bless the sight, 

And rain down anthems from above! 

Here to this shrine by reverence led. 
Let Love her sacred lessons teach ; 
Shoulder to shoulder rise the dead, 
IVom many a trench with battle red, 
And thus I bear their i^iosdy speech : 
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**Oh ibft the old earth, and onr sake, 

KcTioimce all feuds, cTi[,'endering fear, 
And Ireland from her trauce shall wake, 
Striving once more her chains to break 

Whra all her sons are brothers here. 

I see our Meagher's plume of green 

A[)pnmng nod to hear the words, 
And Corcoran's wraith a|>jf1auds the scene, 
And bold Mat. Murphy smdes, I ween — 

AJl three with hancb on ghostly swords— 
Oh for their sake, whose niiTiics of light 

Fhish out like beacons from dark shores— 
Men of the old race ! in your might, 
All &ctions quelled, again unite— 

\^th 70a the Green flag sinks or soars I 



AFTER THE BATH.* 

A PlCrrBE IN WATER OUI.0B& 

Her skin is moist, and cold, and pink, 

But warm and red tlie lips I press, 
And all her beauty seems to shrink 

Compacter in her clinging dress ; 
While o'w her shoulders to the hip, 

O'er swelling bust and far adown, 
In trailing gold the tresses drij* 

Which fiirm at night her braided crown. 

No more her eves in languor switn, 

But kindle witli coquettish strife, 
And every pulse in every limb 

Seems throbbing into radiant life ; 
Her rheek hath caught a niddior stain, 

Aud her small feet in ,sand that sink 
Are marble-white, with many a vein 

Down to the ahnond^nails of pink. 

Her teetli are white as the flashing sin-f, 

Her I'vos arc Mtie a- the bay in calm, 
And her breath to the new-mown clover torf 

Is a rival in its ft«grant balm ; ' 
Oh happy sea that has held her form, 

Oh ha])]>y sands by her white foot ]iressed — 
With her beauty the whole brigiit scene is warm. 

Her beaaly of gesture, and fiue, and breast ! 
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Proudly she stands in ber scaiiet dress, 

And my eyes give a quiver and then grow dim 
As I ou her infinite loveliness 

Of delicate color and roanded limb ; 
And the bright blue bay witli its flitting sails, 

And the silver sands, inul tlie rocks of brown, 
And the woods that me dark on the distant hilii*, 

And the broad green meadows that slope adown, 

All seem but a frame for my hidy bright — 

A frame not wortliy hea* matchless grace — 
Hor lips of red, and her eyes of light, 

And the wonderful charm of her winsome ^e; 
•Oh, here let me lie ahd die at her feet, 

Let my soul in its sig|is for her pass away— 
ror my life hath its elimnx, and death were sweet 

Willi her eyes gazing down on me here to-day ! 

My senses swoon into blissful trance 

As her small, cool fingers touch my i)alm, 
And through all of my veins the currents dance 

As I feel on my cheek her breath of Italm; 
All the springs of my life are in her control. 

For though faces more perfect I know ftdl well— 
In rich, womanly beauty of lx)dy and soul 

There are none to compare with my seaside belle. 

The brown rocks glow as she bounds along, 

And the black weeds thrill in the silver spray, 
And the birds in the blue siug a gladder song 

As my lady walks by the shining bay ; 
The waves rliat bnve shrined her glowing form 

Have been humanized by the saintly touch, 
And will spare fbr her sake in the next great sloim 

Some prond ship hem. their dutch. 



THE MAN OF THB££SCOiiE.« 
A muMonno bamv. 

Never grieve that yonifa flies ! 

80 tlic wise 

Mortal cries. 
All Uie pleasure of life 
In this one maxim lies. 
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Oiii } oiith is most dear; 

But does not the lover 

A pleasing pain sutfer, 
And 18 not his «mile ever steeped in a tear ? - 

Never grieve, etc. 

To love is to see 

New charms every hour ; 

But is there a bower 
Where sweet roses bloom that a thora will not be ? 

Never grieve, etc. 

Our spring time departs — 

Let us laugh and not rage ; 

For the laughter of age 
Brings the sunshine of youth once again to onr hearts. 

liever grieve, etc. 

Sixty summers have fled— 

Poor, idle, and gay, 

I am wasting away — 
But yon cia not find thirty gray hairs in my head. 

Never grieve, etc. 

lil\^th a girl to adore, 

My godson, at twenty, 

Is satisfied plenty — 
My grandmother lives, and I'm glad at ilireescore. 

Never grieve, etc. 

tSomo people assever. 
As i have been told, 

That the world's growing old ; 
Bat, to my eyes, the w orld is more merry than ever. 

Kcver grieve, etc. 

Old Momus, whose birth 

May be traced back for ages, 

Stiu langliB on our i)agcs, 
And teigns o*er ns all as the monarch of mirth. 

Never grieve, etc. 

Woidd not grief be destroyed 

Coidd we rest us content 
Tliat our pleasures are spent, 
And that, though we have lost them, they have been enjoyed i 

Nevw grieve, etc. 
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If my limbs grow so weak 

That I can not walk fast, 

Then I hope at the last 
Thai llie ond of my term will be reached the Ifiu qoick. 

Never grieve, etc. 

And whene'er Death is pleased 
To forbid our delay, 
Let us hasten away 
As an epicure mns from a hst to a feaati 

' Never grieve that yoolh flies ! 

80 the wise 
Mortal cries ; 
All the pleasure of life 
In this CHie maxim lies. 



FAREWELL TO CLUB OOMPANIONB. 

Adien to the glory of bachelor parties, 

The looseness of latcli-kevs, the cards, and the cup ; 
Old Hymen has caught me — so farewell, my heartiea! 

The game, as we say iji the vulgate, is up. 
No more shall iny voice, when 'tis mellowed by sherry, 

lYoll out the wild glee of the " Gi'ape and the Boar;** 
Henceforward, without me, be social and meriy, 

My voice sludl be heard in your circle no more. 

Yet sometimes, when Joy her white curtain is flinging 
Between yoar rapt eyes and the shadows of care — 

When p:nminp:. and dancing, and drinking, and singSng 
Usurp the bronze of the giant Despair — 

Let memory paint me m once, in your middle, 
I brimmed a Ml glass to the toast of The Fair 

When, with trumpet and gonp, the rnmr^poan and fiddle, 
We made the dull folk of < m- ueighburliood stare. 

Oh, of TT^^nen beware ! Like a lion he's waiting 

To pounce on the careless who saunter along ; 
He sends a yonng Cnpid, who, langhing and prating, 

Decnvs us away with a smile and a song ; 
He leads up a path that is bordered with roses, 

A garden with every thing beantiM rife ; ' 
At the end of the vista a Venus reposes — 

We clasp her — and Hymen has noosed us for life 1 
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Henceforward ihe fair one, whose mystkal beauty 

EntraiK I'd every fibre and thrilled every bone, 
Ib ours by the law, and our business and duty 

Becomes to love her, and to love her alone ; 
But, you see, to the heart so abhorrent is bondage, 

It hates because right what 'twould love were it wrong; 
And the path, all so green in our youth and our fond age 

Crrows tfaomj, and tedious, and dreary, and long. 

Tm married, alas ! and, of course, I am happy — 

The married, you know, they must ** all nappy be ;" 
But I think of the nights when we "bowsrd nt the nappy,*' 

And drop a few tears in my third cu[) of tea ; 
No more shall the polka's bewildering g}Tattons 

Inspire the warm lips till they whisper of love ; 
I must sit down sedately and shun such teinptafionf;. 

With my thuughts- ui luy eyes, at Icusit — f"a>tcued above! 

And don't, if you call — this for my sake, remember ! — • 

Don't whisper a word of the nights we have had ; 
Declare I was always as ccAd as December, 

A youth much religious, and freiule, and sad; 
A man who detested all noise and confusion, 

Who cried that a polka was flagrant and vain, 
And would never permit even tlie slii^litcst infiisicil ♦ 

Of brandy or wme the pure element stain. 

Above all, not a word of the girl of the ballet 

You found in m^ rooms when yon called rather late ; • 
Never venture a brat abont Laura or Sally — 

Be silent, in mercy, and "mum" abont Kate! 
But tell her I loved still to lin{^er and dandle 

The whole evening long o'er religion and tea ; 
Describe me a pattern young man, and a mt^el 

Of all that a hasband shonld properly be I 
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Spirit of him who drove nfnr 
Kebellion's hydra-headed brood, 

And quenched the torch of civil war 
In tides of finreign blood ! 
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Thou, in whose ears the dying groans 

Of old Tradition ever sounded,. 
Thou, «l whose step the reeling thfones 

Of Europe ftll confonndedl 

Spirit of him whose mind did forge 

At once the weapon and llie chain — 
The prince of prince, and the scouiige 

Of ell who were too weak to rdgn ; 
Behold this jackal of renown, 

Who from your name its <^lon- snatches* 
Tills mannikin beneuih your crown — 

This king of shreds and patches r 

France weeps beneath the idiot sway 

Of shaveling priests and jeweled fools ; 
The Cross of Honor is the pay 

For Tyranny's most abject toojs; 
The land that couched the freest lance 

Now fears the iiifonncr'si sightless aiTOW ; 
The eagle of imperial Jb ranee 

Has dwindled to a sparrow! 

And he who staggered to a throne 
Throng broken oaths and civic hroil, 

Who sought hi« perjury to ntDno 
By drenching red the Roman soil ; 

This dwarf, tricked ont with seven-MBgne boots, 
This king of thimble-rigging science — 

This rat, who gnaws the hoarded fruits 
Derigned to foster lions. 

This perjurer, robber, murderer, all — 

Religion's curse and manhood's jibe, 
Whose i>uly battle is a ball. 

Whose only victory is a bribe — 
This mshlight that would be a star 

(Oh, Jupiter! Immortal A mmonl) 
f'oregoes the glorious game of war 

For one of mild backgammon. 

His bulletins police reports, 

His aid-de-camp the mooring spy, 
Falsehood the passport to his courts, 

His life one long-contimicd lie ; 
And this was all the First did win 

By Titan toil and daily battles, 
And such " the pea.that now within 

The giant's helmet rattles !" 
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QUAKERDOM. 

THB FORMAL CAI.I>. 

Through her forced, abnoniial (juiet, 

Flashed the soul of frolic riot, 
And a most malicious laughter lighted op her downcaat cjas ; 

All in vain I tried each topic. 

Bailed from pdar climea to tropic — 
Every eommonplaioe I started met with yes-or-xio repUeSi 

For her mother — stiff and stately, 

As if starched and ironed lately — 
Sat erect, vvith rigid elbows bedded thus in conriiig palms ; 

There she sat on guai d before us, 

And in words precise, decoroos, * 
And most calm, revieired the weadter, and recited several psatans*. 

How without abruptly ending 

This my visit, and ofteuding 
Wealthy neighbors, was the problem which employed my mental care; 

When the hntler, bowing lovdy, 

lettered clearly, stiffly, slowly, 
"Madam, please, the gardener wants* yon" — Heaven,! thought, has 
heard my prayer. 

" Pnrdon me I" «lie prandly uttered; 
Bowing l((w, 1 gladly muttered, 
'^Sorely, madam ! " and, relieved, I tamed to scan the daqg^bter^s Ihoe : 

Ha ! what pent-uji mirth ontflaslies 
From beneath those penciled hishes ! 

How the drill of Qnaker custom yields to Nature's hrilliant grace. 

• 

Brightly springs the prisoned fountain 

From the side of Delphi's monntain 
When the stone that weighed upon its baoyaat Hfb is tfanst aside; 

80 the long-enforced stagnation 

Of the maiden's conversation 
Now imparted five-fold briUianoe to its ever-vaiying tide. 

Widely ranging, quickly changing, 

Witty, \v inning, from beginning 
Unto end I listened, merely fIin^iTt<: in a casualWQvd; 

Elo<^uent, and yet how simple I 

Hand and eye, and eddying dimple, 
Tongue and lip together made n musie seen as well as heaid. 
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When the noonday woods are ringiogi 

All tlie birds of summer ringing, 
Saddenly there falls a silenoef and we know a 8ei|Miit nic^ : 

So upon the door a rattle 

Stopped our animated tattle, 
And the stiuleiy modier fonnd as prim enooi^ to sdt her eye. 



MY TOAST.* 

"tee fibbt, last, and only eisL i KVn m)ted." 

Her hair is like a field of wheat 

By aatnmn tinged with glistMiing yellows ; 
Her clear blonde face is always sweet. 
Her little waist is round and neat, 
And {dump her busti and small her feet- 
Come, boysl "To Lode EUioer* 

Her gende hands of tapering white — 

The rings that touch them make me jealons! 
Her ripe red lips arc with smiles bedight, 
Her large blue eyes have a swimming light, 
And her fair soft skin with health is bri^t — 
We drink to Lucie Ellioel 

Elastic as the delicate vine 

That ?w;iys in June from the vineyard trdlis ; 
Her step is dainty, her touch is tine, 
And her breath u sweet as the perfiimld wine 
Which the votarist kisses before the shline — 
£Ten such is Lacie ElUcet 

And then her voice ! Yon may!i:ip have heard. 

As dawn in the East to crimson mellows 
(While the dews on the roses are yet unblurred, 
And the gossamer web on the grass unstirred), 

The song of the Im k \\< aloft it whirred — 
Twas the voic e of Lucie Ellice I 

And her <;nnl~'tis a sjiirit of subtle flame, 

That kindles and softens, illumes and mellows ; 
Tis an essence pervading and thrilling her fkame, 
And 'tis from it lier wonderful frentlpnc^s came — 
Her grace, and her beauty, and all that I name, . 
When we drink to Locie ElUcel 
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But Fortune is cruel, and Love is blind — 

Cruel and blinded the &bles tell us ; 
For with hearts revolting are hands resigned, 
And the flowers are sundered that should have twined, 
Anfl duUy w« drift on the path assigned, 
As I drift from Lade EUice! 

Oh, give me a ruff that once touched her throat, 

And I mk no gems from a royal palace; 
Give me a ribbon that once did float 
Where the swelling lines her form denote, 
Then send me to £e in some land remote. 
My last thoogjit—*' Lode EUieer 

Bnt whj dioold I offer so pure a toast 

To lae grosser ears of my feasting fellows ? 
To have seen lior Imt twice is all ray boast; 
So back to our euchre, and call the host. 
And that lad shsU be king who can diinlL die most 
To the health of my Lncie EUloe I 



BELLE OF THE BALL. 

Oh,Lady ofRinsal 

Dear girl of my heart, 
With your teeth of cut pearl 

Where the crimson lips part ; 
And a breast o'er whose white hUls 

With beaatv aglow 
The bine Teimets wander , 

Like streams through the snow. 
How proud is her glance. 

Yet how kindly to all, 
As they halt in the dance 

For my Belle of the BalL 

My Lady of Kinsa! 

How royal her grace, 
Yet how bright and how gentle. 

And winsome her fkce ; 
And her eye';, large and blue, 

Are as soft as a fawn's, 
And her smile is as genial 

As midsummer dawns ; 
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And her vietJth of Imnra liair~ 

See its hues rise and fall, 
(xolden, chestnut, and ioir — 
111 my Belle of the BsU. 

IfyLodyof Kinsa! 

In silver und green, 
By the sceptre of beauty 

A true Irish queen ; 
As she raises her traiii, 

For the dancers are fleet, 
See how small in their white 
' Satin baskins her feet; 
Oh ! to be bin caressed 

By the white arm« that fall 
To the partner now blessed 

By my Belle of the BaUI 

My Lady of Kinsa ! 

The clover that dips 
To the scythe has no perfume 

To equal your lips ; 
And your little pink ean 
Crown an ivory neck 
Which the jewels of empire 

Mij^t worthily deck ; 
And your voice is as bland 

As the murmur of streams, 
And the tonch of your hand 

Is the thrill of my dreams; 
And I fflow in each pulse 

Ae I bow to the thraU 
Of my beauty of Kinsa — 

My Belle of the BalL 



TO SHERIDAN, 
nrai era wao loves uim tbbt skailt. 

Phil Sherry was of kpightly boild, 

A soldier of renown, 
His sabre flushed on many a field. 

Hie flag o'er many a trm-n ; 
And when the limbs to weakness grow 

Now filled with yonthfol flame, 
Our children's children yet shall dow 

To bold f Ml Sheny's name. 
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With stonriv oath and bugle-blast, 

And eyes of kindling iire, 
When the skies of war were overcast, 

And hope might well expire, 
Our Phil with gleaming hand and heel 

Led on his fiery ilock, 
And the victor fiie would turn and reel 

Boieatih his deqteiate shock. 

Who \vA?< not heard, with tears and smike^ 

Of the hot and headlong ride, 
When, after twenty galloping miles. 

He checked the rebel tide? 
And !iow, when Lee was broQ^t at length 

To hnal bay or flight, 
Twas Phil that hurled our final strength, 

And won oar final fight? 

Oh, gallant leader of the brave, 

Whose fame for nye endures, 
Soil not the cre^^t that victor^' gave 

By work that is not yours. 
Leiqp in the saddle once again, 

Ijet your wild plumes outflow. 
Nor help to crush the beaten men 

Who sank beneath yonr blow; 

To baser hands, to meaner souls, 

Resign the odious task— 
"Tis love this pas-^innnto vry contnls^ 

'Tia for your lame 1 ask. 
I want 3roo stiU an image high, 

Niched in my heart — its king; 
Oh, once more let your pennons fly, 

Let " boots and saddles*' ring ! " 

Yon were not framed — the soul God placed 
Within yow fienr day — 

That rarest gift of heaven to waste 

In the wranglings of to-day ; 
The base intrigues, the ready lies, 

The cold and coward hates— 
Tlie hnrh that in the darkness flieSi 

The pittall at the gates • 

The^ form the politician's trade — 

Too base for yon to know ; 
To fight deceit you were not madi^* 

You need a manlier foe ; 
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And 1 tell you, Phil, I'd rather seek 
For friends iti the foes we fought, 

Than trust any "kjjral" Southern sneak 
Whom suGoess to our ado has brought. 



TO RAYMOND ON HI6 TRAVELS.^ 

Oh. your boat is at the pier, 

And your passage lias been paid, 
But before yoa go, my dearest dear, 

Accept this serenade ! 
For with friendliness we bum, 

And rejoicing oome the rhymes 
To toast the health and safe return 

Of him who rules the Times! 

To toast the health and safe return 
Of him who rides the Times. 

If we all could get away 

From this town of eares and frets. 
To wander roimd the Elysces, 

And kiss the gay grisettes. 
Such skedaddling there would be 

As was never known before — 
Ten thousand steamers out at sea. 

And not a man on shore ! 

Tto thoosand steamers out at sea, 
And not a man on shore! 

But oh ! delusive dream^ 

For us no chance remains ; 
Mere dnulges of the desk we seem, 
With dull and throbbing brains ; 
But, ihongh we must stay at home ~ 

To earn the painful dimes, 
Let us all rejoice that he can roam — 
Onr brother of the Times! 

Let us all rejoice that he can roam— 
Our brother of the Times! 

Oh, safely may he sail, 

And safely sail he l)ark ; 
His virtue like a proof-of-mail, 

To ward off each attack; - 
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No beauty of the Boulevard, 

Or nympli of other climes, 
To win even half a thought's regard 
Enm him who rules the Times ! 

To win even half a thought's regard 
From him who rules the Times! 

Were T Marl)le of the World, 
Or young Bennett debonair. 
Do you think Td see his sails unfbiied. 

And not his voyage sliarc? 
By this wine-cup in my hand, 

By my hope of famous rhymes, 
My foot should (fuit Manhattan strand 
With him who rules the Times! 

My foot should quit Manhattan strand 
With him who roles the Times ! 



THE TWO VOICES. 

FIRST VOICE. 

Of all light troubles to heart or head, 
The lis^test of troubles are fnm the dead. 

SECOND VOICE. 

False teacher, no I All grie& I crave, 

Save die grief lihat whispers me from the gravo. 

VtStm TOICB. 

The grave is silent, and death is dumb; 

No Mat of reproadi from the dead may come. 

SECOND VOICE. 

The living accuse n? of folly or crime, 

But the white ghosts whisper us all the time. 

rirtsT VOICE. 

The living can witness with threatening eye^, 
But nerer a witness from death may rise. 

SECOND VOICE. 

Cmel and coldly yonr thoitdits kee^ trade. 
Bat rd give my ufe could the dead come back. 

FIB8T YOICB. 

A source of division, of care, and dread — 
Why seek to recall the now happy dead ? 
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8B002TD TOIOOB. 

To breathe a few finewcn words in the ear, 
"In heaven try forgive any wroi^ done here." 

• FIRST VOICE. 
Regrets for the <lead can but torture tho heart — 
Whether li\'ing or dciid, you were forced to part. 

SECOND VOICE. 

living, though seas might between us roll, 

We would still bATe cominiini(m of sool witii mmiL 

FIBST VOICE. 

And your Bfli would wither, your head turn gray, 
With the BonrowB that Destiny cast in your way. 

SBOOND VOICE. 

Oh, sainted and loved ! could I call back thinef 
How gladly the burden of life I'd resign! 

nnsr yoicb. 

The living may change, but the dead abide 
In the passion that crowned them as they died. 

8KCOXT> VOICE. 

Had the years estraii^i:etl us and clianged the heart, 
It were gentle ; but death tore us roughly apart. 

FIRST VOICE. 

Bat a living change were a little woe ; 
The k>Te that died loving most ever glow. 

SECOND VOICE. 

Ob, friend ! that was thought in a kindlier vein- 
All my joys in the grave of the dead remain. 

xiBffr voiciit. 

The send is immortal — ^the body dies ; 
The dead smile down pity with holy eyes. 

8B00HD VOICB. 

I try to bdieve it — ^to see the dead stand 
As my guardian angel in God's bright land. 

FIRST VOICE. 

So think ! And, thinking it, henceforth move 
That the dead beholding you may approve. 
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SECoxn VOICE. 

I shall try, my friend ; but a cold, dnmh pain 
Swims up from the soul to the clouded brain ; 
And I'd give — ^had I power — all beneath the slqr 
E(»r the dead to levive, and myself to diel 



A BREEZT DIS8BBTATI0K. 

Tm> breezes in tiio forest met 
A Utile way from town, 

The one was blowing up to it, 

The other blowing down ; 
Tber whispered lundlj through the trees, 

Through foh'age, branch, and fork — 
And that one was a country breeze, 

And diis was from New loiit. 

They tossed the crimson leaves about, 

And whirling danced around. 
They laughed to sec the forest root 

Fall eddying to the ground ; 
To shaking nests and stripping boughs, 

And such like sports tliGy fell, 
Till, tired at laj^it, ope sajd, Suppose 

What each has seen we tell. 

The country breeze — the sweeter far- 
Full pleasantly replied^ 

**I've driven upon my dondy car 
O'er landscapes £ar and wide. 

IVe seen the harvest gathered home 
By rudtly men and maids, 

I've cooled me in the cascade's foam, 
And slept in quiet glades. 

"But most of all I loved to force 

M J way throngh those old woods, 
Upon whose murmurs, warm and hoane, 

Ko human voice intrudes ; * 
TIs pleaisant, too, to breast the top 

Of yonder snow-clad hills, 
Then down into the valleys drop, 

And chase the flying rills. 

"O'er lakes that slumbered in the sun 
Like mirrors broad and bri^t, 

My path has been a ple:isant one 
Of perfume and of light. 
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And now I seek the d^— there 

I hear nrc j^lonous tliinps— 
Come, tell to me, my sister fair, 
Where yoa have spread your wings.'* 

So loudly then tlie other sighed, 

She made the lnjiiu lies >«'ay; 
The squirrel, perching overhead, 

At&ighted, leaps away : 
**0h, sister! bl^s'd hath been your lot; 

Far diffisrent mine hath heon ; 
Now hear my tale, and you will uot 

Desert the forest green. 

*' Condemned by fate, I wandered round 

Yon pile of smoky brick. 
And men and mud were I found, 

And both have made me sick ; 
The towering chimneys volumed forth 

A choking cloud aliove, 
And, looked I south, east, west, or north, 

I saw not aU|[,Mit to love. 

I fanned the cheek of brilliant girls. 
And kissed away — their paint ; 

I danced through many a dandy's COrlSy 
And caught their soiling taint ; 

From wretched rooms and fdthy streets 
One reeking vapor rose, 

And, mingling with these city sweets. 
The sound of shrieks and blows. 

*' At every corner hideous men 

With eurses rent the air — 
Creatures w hom neither tongue nor pen 

To paint in full would d;ive : 
1 heard tlie wife's expiring shriek 

As the wretch drove home his knife, 
And saw some scenes I dare not speak 

In yonder city's life." 

The country breeze would hear no more — 

Away the sisters lied ; 
The wood riiook down o*er each a crown 

Of foliage, brown and rq^ : 
And now round some primeval lake. 

O'er hills and pastures bare, 
Their freshening flight those breezes take— ' 

Would I were with them there 1 
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A CALIFOBNIAN DITTY. 

'When knrely Araminter Jonee^ 
She always was a gadder — 

Did marry, theu I tuok niv bones 
To the Seeraw Neevadder 

My pick it seemed to have a charm, 

!So quickly did I pocket 
Enough to buy a jolly form, 
To build a house and stock it. 

The gold became my child apace, 

And I did rock its cradle, 
And for to clean its jailer ihce 

I used both pan and ladle. 

And day by day the bright son rolled 

Above a larger treasure. 
And day by day, in gathering gold, 

I took a wilder pleasnre. 

The miners caHed me stingy Sam 

Because I played no euchre, 
But yet I was lutt thou, nor am 
The slave of filthy luc ie. 

There's no man that can see the heart, 
The bosom has no winder, 

J^e had tbov -im d. from gold apart, . 
The love of Araminter. 

I vowed revenge again -t that prig— 
Her husband, he — Joe t<luiumers; 

He is a cove as wears a wig, 
Is lame, and sqnints, and stammers. 

I swore that Mrs. S. some day 

Should envy me prodigious ; 
I'd live beside her, and display 
What might have been her riches. 

I'd lend her husband money, and 
I then woald prosecnte him : 

Were he in that auriferous land, 
^would be no sin to shoot him. 
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For this it was I drove my stakM 

Away on Feather River — 
Lord ! but I had the oger shakes, 

And saffiEnred from my liver! 

At length, with forty thousand clear, 
I shipped among the saflon; 

One April dny I landed here, 
And went into a tailor's. 

I told him tliiit I wanted nil 
Mt clothes of brightest colors. 

The largest pattenis— nothing small — 
They cost two himdred dollars. 

With brooche^ and with golden chains, 

And rings upon my fingers, 
I looked, as do upon the plains, 
Them gaudy birds — Hamingers. 

I started off, as luck did hap. 

To see my Araminter — 
I seed her in a widder's cap, 

A-dttin' at the winder 1 

She told me that her hasband, Joe, 

The verv morn of marriaire, 
Had tripped and broke his precious neck 

A-gittin' in the carriage. 

And how, altfiough she bid rae go 
When the night was dark and daauny, 

She always loved me more than Joe, 
And then she called me Sammy!" 



DELBiONICO'S BBEAM.' 
on AKMioet AMD wmMumm to aoTAi. mnn awd tbi SKwaaon^ 

OLVB rOB BHBSID Alt's TBOOT OVT OV SBASOW. 

Alas ! my sin hath found me out, 
Jb or, while away, onhappy man ! 
My caterer served unseasoned trout 

To bold Phil Sheridan I 
And l\oo?evclt frowns, and Rrady smiles. 

And yumifr ** .Jim Bennett," too, was there. 
And Iiiii^sell Young, and Private IGles, 
i With Raymond in the chair. 
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Since thrn, on all the winds about 

The arcli of heaven my crime is blown — 
" 'Tis he that cooked the unseasoned trout— 

'Tis he, and he alone!" 
That murdered fish pursues my sight. 

flapping its tail, and cries False host V* 
And, startiiig in cold sweats at nlg^tt 
I Me the tnmtlj ghost 

Then ojiher sights awake my fears, 

For soon the Sj)<)rtsinen's Club are out, 
With gafi's, breech-loaders, rods, and spears. 

In Ten^ieance for the trotit! 
For pardoTi, mercy, vain to wi-h. 

For still they cry — that vengeful train — 
" Bemembor, Del, this piteoos fish 
y^as out of season slain!" 

' " In silver brook, in lilied pool, 

T5eneath brown boulders jutting out, 
Where trees and tumbling rills were cool, 

Dwelt happily our trout ; 
A specUed beauty for his bride, 
In orange silk and silver Ifiwn, 
With not one care beneath tlie tide 
Exoqpt to lore and spawn ! 

** But as on Denmark's royal prop, 
Taking his orchard-sleep at noon, 
False (laiuHus ('r(>[)t, and down did drop 

The leprous hebenoon — 
So on our troat*s unguarded hear 

(\^^lo dnomcd our gamc-la-ws were not vatu) 
Thy poacher crept, and sought the bower 
Where dwelt this happy twain. 

"How gleam their f^iher sides below. 

How calm the kiss of throbbing gtlls, 
As o'er the liank, with caution slow. 

Thy peering poacher wheels ! 
One sphnn ! the bride remains— but oh ! 

She sees the gaff her lord impale, 
And now in weeds of troutly woe 
She wags her futile tiiil. 

"From March through all the breezy spring, 
When violets first are leaping out, 

Twas thine, with flies ujion the wing, 
To tempt and slay our trout. 
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But — ill November! oh, 'tis worse 

Than all the crimes at which mea flout ; 
And coned be he wi^ Cnmiwell'B cone 
Who kiUs unseaaoned trout ! 

" The i^oriouB Bummer days were thine, 

Their crimson dawns and skies of blnef' 
With supple rod, and curling Uae, 

And flies of varied hue- 
Yea ! till September browned the com, 
Rounding the golden j>nmpkins ont, 
'Twas thine — without reproach or scoru — 
To chftse the speckled trout. 

**Bat thou hast done a deed of woo 

That sets a blister on thy fiune. 
If custom bath not brazed it so 

That it be dead to shame ; • ^ 

A deed that blars the modest grace, 

Plucks off the rose, bids virtue doubt; 
for it was here, Del, in this place, 
You served unseasoned trout !" 

From dreams tike this I panting start — 

Oh. will the morning never come? 
And through tlie long, still night my heart 

Beats like a Southern drum ! 
Spare me ! 'tis at my caterer's door 

The fiinlt should lie, and not at mine, 
And ou uuseasoued trout no more 
Shall breakfiut guest of mine! 

For I a sportsman am, as true 

As Barrett, Beebe, or Seth Green, 
And Walton's plcn'snre oft pursue 
Where Islip's ponds are seen. 
Besides — and let each Cockney swdl, 

Who loves not sport, accept this rcaSOT— 
That bad for health, in taste and smell, 
Are trout when out of season ! 

By order of Migor Gen. BELMONIGO, 

Ckmunanding Caterer of New Yoik. 

Miles O'Keh.ly, 

Asst. Bottle Opener and Chief of Staff. 
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MY BKOKEN MEERSClIAUxM. 

Oldpipe, now battered, bruised, and brown, 
Wim a^rer spliced and linked togetber, 

With hopes high up and spirits down, 

I've puffed thee in all kinds of weather ; 
And still iii»ou thy glowing lid, 

'Mill carving quaint and curious tracing, 
Beneath the dust of years half hid. 
The giver's name mine eye is tracing. 

"NVhen thou wert given \vp were as one, 

Who now are two, and widely sundered — 
Onr fend the worst beneath the son. 

Where each believed the other hlmidered. 
Ko pubUc squall of anger burst 

The moorings of o«r cbdce relation — 
Tis the dumb quarrel that is worst, 

Whwe pride forbids an eiqplanation. 

Old fnpe! had then thy smoky bowl 

A tongue that could to life have Started — 
Knowing the secrets of my soul, 

In many a midnight boar imparted — 
Thy speech, pcrchanec, had then rcknit 

The ties of friendship rudely sundered, 
And healed the feud of littile wit, 

Isk which each thinks the other Uvndered. 



A DOLLAR IN HIS POUCH. 

Tis pleasant, when oar friends are rich, 

To meet them day by day, 
Or good or ill, no matter which. 

Provided they can pay ; 
But is there one — you answer not — 

Who would or could avouch 
Esteem for one who hadn't got 

A dollar hi Us poach ? 

Tis pleasant with our h'iends to dine, 
To see ihem well arrayed. 

To bmnjMir them in costly wine 
for which themselves have paid ; 
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To smoke with them, to drive ahoat, 

bhare cup, caress, and couch — 
Bat ooold we know a man without 
A dollar in his pooch? 

ilie bride will love tlie pleading swain 

Who holds at his oommand 
A handsome house, a goodly train 

Of equipage and land ; 
But should his fortune cease to .smile, 

Even love away will slouch — 
Wliy can't the creature show a pile 

Of dollars in his pouch ? 

On sea, on shr)rc. thoy st'om to s:iy 

He is rich, and can't be dull ; 
The gold within his porte-monnaie, 

They think, can fill his skull. 
Let mammon reign, let geiiius rot, 

Let wit, love, valor crouch — 
Poor devil, if he has not got 

A dollar in his pooch. 

If Christ again sliould visit eartli, 

A man of toil and care, 
Howe'er divine, whate'er his woith, 

How, think you, would he fare ? 
Hence with:thl8 vagrant \ thmst him ntit! 

Some s\\ indler, I dare vouch — 
Think you Uod's Son would come without 

A dollar in his pouch ? 



AN ACBOSnC BIRTHDAT OFFERINGJ 

Here on her happy day of birth, 

Encircled l»y tlie loves and laughter. 
No other thoughts but peace and mirth 

Besonnding from the- gilded rafter, 
It is no easy task to trace 

Each trait of figtu'e, voice, and gesture— 
The Eastern hciiuty of the face, 
'ITie large dark eyes, the regal grace, 

And all the rich, good taste of yestnre. 
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A woman with nil graces crowned, 

Grand in hei; style, yet keenly tender, 

Needing a care we rarely render 
Even where our love is mobt proiuund — 
She |dnes for Italy's clfessic groimdL 

BeneBtb her dark Circassian lashes 
Each impidfle in her eyes is shown ; 

feelin^r moves her but oiitHaslies, 
Neeiling no words or spoken tone, 
Even as we gaze, to Biake it known ; 
The flashing glance and changing rlieek. 
• These show her var^iug thoughts, and eloquently t^peak ! 



JAMES GORDON BENNETT, Jr,» 

Och, Jim avic ! you've done the thrick, 

Our chord of manhood sthriking ; 
An* now yon stand before the land 

Our young and laureled Viking. 
An' it isn't bekase you won the race, 

An' bate all them others hollow, 
But, staunch and thnie to vour hardv crew. 

You didn't ^ny "go,"l)ut "follow'!" 
No men would you ask to tace a task 

That you dodged from your wealthy station. 
An* this was the part that has touched the heart 
Of this great Yankee na,tiou. 



THE KNIGHT'S ADDRES&" 

OK OBOWNINQ THIE TJUVT OV HT8 CTIOICK AB QrEEN OF LOV« AJTI) IIBAOTTi AT 
THR ORAM) TOITBMAIIKNT IN f;T. GITABLES COUNTY, MAaTItAMII. 

The old chivalric days are gone 
When beauty was by prowess won ; 
But still— though lost the feudal cause, 
Its luiightly Mth aud courteous law^^ 
We h«e yet strive to keep nghjw 

The old chivalric tone of feeling. 
Thus croAvning Iteauty's radiant brow. 

At beauty's feet thus humbly kneeling. 

Oh, lady ! in the good old time 

Tour finne had lived in minstrel rhyme ; 
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And gaUant knights, in gilded steel 

From tossing plume to weapf>iic(l heel, 
With lance in rest and whirling - .vord, 

To win your smile had dared all chancer — 
Kepaid even hy your slightest word, 

Or by one fliadi of yqnr bright i^anees. 

But, ah ! the feadal canae is lost, 

And j>alms must now with gold be crossed; 
And trade, and toil, and Yankee greed 
To knightly fiiith and lore succeed ; 
* But beauty still retains her power. 

And knightly faith yet warmly lingers 
Where llistor)-— in this darkest hour — 

Writes the **Loat Cause" with nerrooB fingers. 

I crown thee, lady, as my queen, 
The loveliest earth has ever seen ; 
My sole regret that on your brow 
The chaplet which I oA'er now 
Is not Hhe crown of royal light, 

^Miicli l)eauty such as yours should wear, 
And that, lor your dear soke, your knight 

Has had no olden risks to dare. 



HONOR THE BRAVE. 

• 

Honor the brave who battle still 
For bish right in English lands ; • 

No rule except their quenchless will. 
No power save in their naked hands : 

Who waged by day and waged by- night, 
In groups oif throe or bands of ten, 

Our savage. nTidespairing fight 
Against two hundred thousand men. 

No pomp of war their eyes to blind, 

No blair of music as they go, 
With just sucli weapons as tliey find, 

In desperate onset on the foe. 
They seize the pike, the torcli, the scythe — 

U[neqaal contest — but what then? 
With Bteadfoat eyes and spirits hliihe 

They ftce two hundred thousand men. 
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The jaik are yawning through the land, 

The scaifokl's fatal click is heard. 
But still moves uu the scanty band, 

By jail and scaffold undeterred. 
A moment's pause to wail the last 

Who fell in freedom's fight, and then, 
With teelih finn set, and breathing fast, 

They ftoe two hundred thoosand men. 

Obscure, unmarked, with none to praise 

Their fealty to a trampleil land; 
Yet never knights in Arthur's days 

For desperate cause made firmer stand. 
Th^ wage no public war, 'tis tme^ 

They strike ami fly, and strike— ^hat then ? 
"Tis only thus these faitliful few 

Can front two hundred thousand men. 

You call them ij^norant, rash, and wild; 

But who can tell how patriots feel 
Widi centnries of torment piled 

AlK)ve the land to which they kticel ? 

And who has made them what we find- 
Like tigers lurking in their den, 

And breaking forth with fury blind 
To beard two hundred thonaand man? 

Who made their lives so hard to bear 

They care not how their Ii\ es are lost? 
Their land a symbol of despair — 

A wreck on ruin's ocean tossed. 
• We, happier here, may carj) and sneer, 

And judge them harshly — but what then? 
No gloves for those who have as foes 

To fiice two hundred thousand men. 

Honor the brave ! Let I'ngland rave 

Against them as a stivage band : 
We know their foes, we know their WOes, 

And hail them as a hero band. 
With iron will they battle still, 

In groups of three or files often. 
Nor care we by what savage skill 

Thej fight two hundred thousand men. 
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TO FORSYTHE IKOM O'REILLY. 
* 

8trO«E«TEP BY TUE REOKNT DEPLOBARLE raEQCKNOY OF M VTmifOWIAI. 
CABVALTIKS TO YOUNO OFFI0EK8 OK OUR ACCiCAtNTANOE. 

They" fall, my friend ! the young, the proad, 
The gay, the festive cusses fefi— 

An orange wreath instead of shroady 

A ring in lieu of Minie ball ; 
The men who faced a battle's roar 

Now yield .to ruffled chemisettes, 
And lion hearts bow down l>efnre 

Some twilled, frilled pair of pantalettes. 

And we, who with them maiched and slept, 

Sharing advance, retreat, attack — 
When revd on salt horse" we kept. 

Coffee, hard bread, and apple-j u k— 
Shall we not heave one pitying breath 

For these our comrades as they go, 
Not h!ij)py to a sudden death, 

But doomed to lingering liyes of woe ? 

*' 'T^vas their o\\x\ fault," the cynic cries; 

"For if a moth will seek the flame, 
And scorcii his wing until he dies, 

Is it motii, or lamp, or both we blame?*' 
Ah ! true, ray friend ; but think how long 

These hapless moths tlirough War's dark night 
(When ndns were chill, and winds were strong) 

Had pushed their cold and lonely ffi^t. 

So when, at last, they saw the gleam. 

And felt the warmth of woman's eyes, 
Who hlames them if they dreamed the dream 

Which every moth in dreaming dies ? 
. They were the youngest, tcnderest kids, 

And saw no snake l>eneath the floweiCS, 
Nor knew that under Beauty^ lids 

Dwelt-holts of mcwe than Whitworth powers. 

Awii now, my friend, with moaning sore, 
They yidd tiie latch-key, and resign 

The sacred corkscrew whicli of yore 
In every pocket used to shine \ 
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And heiicefordi, it is known to each 
Of this once gay and festive band, 

It matters not what rank tliey reach, 
Their wives are in saprame command. 

For them the idle badge of power, 
The strap with bar, or leu^ or bird — 

Bnt on the wives to whom they cower 

Far higher brevets are conferred ; 
The throated firill, the scented glove, » 

The crimson lip, the throbbing breiust — 
These high commissions, signed by love, 
What slave of Hymen dares contest P 

Ah ! no ; unhappy, it was theirs 

To ride nnhnrt throagh fickln of strife; 
But now — like rabbits cnnglit in snares — 

Each comrade yields him to a wife. 
And henceforth epanlette or sash, 

Or chape a u lira s, or baldric bright, 
Are nothing more than empt^' trai^h— » 

Their rank and file (not wives) to light. 

For higher than all flags that tiout. 

Or idl the stars on straps COttfened, 
Is woman's tloarhlcss petticoat, 

And woman's last appealing word ! 
In vain they strive — onr comrades old— 

Against the sway when first 'tis felt, 
'Tis beauty's dower as slaves to hold 

The lieart that once her power coiihl melt. 

And so they fall — tlie young, the proud, 
The gay and festive casses fell — 

An orange wreath instead of sliroud, 

A ring in lieu of Minie ball } 
The men who feced a battlers roar 

Now yield to broidi'.red chemisettes. 
And lion hearts bi)\v clown before 

Some twilled, frilled pair of pantalettes. 



ONLY SOME RELICS. 

A ring she wore— a jewel diat pressed 
The maiden beauty of her breast. 

A glove our happy hands once drew 
From her small fingers veined with blue. 
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A ribbon that arcitiiul her throat 
Loved in the dallying winds to float. 

A golden clasp, that once liad known 
The silken pressure of her zone. 

A little slipper with blue rosette, 
. In which her fairy foot was set. 

And one bruwn trens, through happy years 
Shading the shdl-films of her ean— 

These, and an ivorytype's dnil stam, 
Are all of our dear one that now remain ; 

All the dear relics that are 1^ 

Of her by whose loss onr hearts are cleft; 

Leaving the world a dim, dead qpace 
Of cares and duties with little ^ncfr— 

A diUl, dead level of weary years, 
In which no blossoming joy appears ; 

No girl witli teeth like tlie rrtws of corn 
When you strip the ear as the sununer is bora ; 

And tresses of changing gold ami brown, , 
Over shoulders of ivory shaken ilown ; 

And lips in whose arched aiul crimson bow 
All tlie Hushing balms of tlie tropics glow ; 

And over whose dimpled cheeks, like light 

And shade over meadows, tlie thouglits take flight ; 

Winged by her innocent, dancing eyes, 
With coyness and cotpietry, smites and sighs. 

Her voice was the hum of a sununer wind 

When it breathes tiuoagh a lattice with roses twined ; 

Her soul was as pture, as unsullied and white, 
As iJie chanting seraphs in robes of light ; 

• 

And the kindness that dwelt in ho* heart, I deem. 
Of the heaven ehe now dwdls in was some stray g^eam. 

Oh. loved and lost ! our aonl*8 adored! 
Our dove with silver wings — our bird! 

Beauty cmlmdicd. and joy. and pence. 

Whoso breath bad a charm bidding sorrow cease. 
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Best gift that heaTen to Mess ns gave, 
W« east tliis cfaaplet on thy gram 



PIITLADKLPIIIA." 

VOiru OF THE hoys in BLUS. 

Be merciful to the South — 
Not with the empty word in your mouth, 
But mercifiil be— let your actions tell— 
To the men who were beaten, but fought 60 well: 

Be merciful to the .South ! 

Be generous to the South, 
Grende in deed, and in word of month ; 

For no craven brand on the forehead shines 
Of the men who met us in volleying lines, 

And fought for the flag of the South. 

Be tender and just to the South, 
For famine, and slangbter, and hunger, and droolii 

Thov liave suffered, who made such a gallant fight 
For & cause that was wrong — but they thought nght'~ 
Be jost to the beaten South ! 

Be just, and be something more, 
Now that the hot days of battk' are o*er; 
For brothers we were in the glorious pnst, 
And brothers again we must be at last — 

Be merdftd to the SbnthI 

We are all here once more. 

The terrible days of our conflict o'er; 
And again the old flag flont^ eliite 
O'er the capital dome of each sister state 
In the Sast, North, West, and South I 

Let us join bands once more, • 

Renewing the vows that our fathers swore ; 
ForgettiDg all strife save the lesson it taught. 
And meeting ss reconciled Iwothers ough^ 
A reconciled Nortili and South* 

Errors on both sides were, 
But for these — they are past, find we have no care; 
Let a sponge glide over the hideous years 
Of tenor and bloodshed, havoc and tears, 

Dividing the North and South. 

C 2 
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One destiny holds va yet. 

We have common hopes and a common debt; 
For England was false to us botli alike, 
And againgt her power with strong arms should strike 
The reeoncUed North and South. 

Oh, 'tis a glorious hour, 
That joins us again in imperial power ; 
And long o'er the land of the free and tlie brave 
If ay the Pine and Palmetto united wave — 
Fit emblems of North and South. 

Again, like ttro parted Mends, 

With our quarrel fought out, the hatred ends; 
And none more welcome this happy day 
Than the Boys iu Blue and the Boys in Gray, 
Who Ibnght for the North and the South. 



THE HOUSEHOLD TOMB. 

The shafts of disappointment fall 

Where most we build unr pride, 
And now the dearest loved of all 

Their little ones had died; 
The tears they shed in ^ence fell 

Like rain-dro]»s through the gloom, 
And unto him they loved so well 

They reared this household tomb. 

The little bird whose tender wing 
Grew weak in winter tide, 

Who seemed to strengthen in the spring, 

And soared in summer's jjride — 
(irew fainter as the autumn fell 
On summer's withering bloom, • 

Ami unto him they l^vcd so well 
They built this household tomb. 

lie had n (rick in sininy hours 

To seek the garden walks, 
And plodc tnm out the radiant flowers 

The withered buds and stalks ; 
He bore them In as if to toll 

That canker-worms consume, 
And soon to him, Leloved so well. 

They reaied this household tomb. 
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The cl^urch hath maadve iron l^tes, 

six days 'tis cold and dim. 
Till Sabbath fills the silken seats, 

And the otrgan swells the hymn ; 
Shall there a blazoned jjillar tell 

A child's so common doom 'i 
Ah ! no ; for him, beloved so well, 

Tliej bult a bousdiold tomb. 

On the mantle-piece all old and worn, 

Where his childish toys are laid, 
Where the witliered buds he plucked were bonMi 

In the room where oft he played — 
A kneeling statne sheds a spdl 

or prayer around the room. 
And the little boy they loved so well 

Has thus a hoosehold tomb. 

Oh, friend, I've seen the tear-drops shine, 

And watched your quivering lip, 
l*ve ftlt your arm clutch closer mine 

When a bright boy chanccil to trip 
Across our jmth, and though there fell 

No tear, nor word of gloom, 
I knew your spirit ho\\ r 1 before 

That little houMlmld tumli. 

But, comfort! There's a higlier sphere 

Where the earth-lost reunite ; 
The qnrit of yonr boy seems near, 

To prompt each word I write ; 
He says he shares the loved ones' mirth 

When they gather in the room, 
And smiles down on the silent hearth, 

£ven from the household tomb. 



IRELAND AND THK .SOUTH. 

THK IU>VS IN QUEEN TO THE UOVB IN oaAT. 

Air: ''Tli£ Wearittg qf the Qreen:* 

Bing out from every steei)lc, 
Call the clans from every told, 

We're a democratic people, 
And onr fidth we mean to hold; 
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We're for mercy to the beaten file, , 

For brothers we have been, 
And what oppression is we. know, 

All we who wear Gfeen — 
Ay, what oppression is we know, 

All we who wear the Green — 
In our ytxj bones what It is we know, 

We hopfB who wear the Gieeo. 

We have felt it in our sire-land, 
"Wv&i its whip oar badu are scored ; 

Of the South well make no Ireland 

Scourged with famine and the sword ; • 
Tis tme they tried the rebel game, 

But punished they have been, 
And I rather tliink we've done the same, 

All we who weiir the Green — 
We ourselves have done the very same, 

AH we who wear the Green, 
And we hope again to do the same, 

We boys who wear the Green. 

Oh, manhood's proudest duty 
' Is to fight for mauliood's faith ; 
And true oocunage has a beauty 

That not even crime v.m scathe; 
Into chaos they plunged headward, boys; 

Their goilt we do not screra ; 
But our Emmet and Lord Edward, boys, 

Did likewise for tlie Green — 
Ay ! Sheares, and Urr, and Edward, boys, 

Were rebels for the ( jreen ; 
Wolfe Tone, and Bond, and Edward, boys. 

Did likewise for the Green 1 

And the dny is not far distant 

Wlien our equal boast shall he 
That our countr>''s crown is gUsteued 

With Grant, Farragut, and Lee; 
By Stonewall Jackson's front of flame, 

And Shennun sHift and keen. 
And Mengher, who led on to mne 

Us boys who wear the Green — 
Tom Meagher, whose brigade of fame 

All wore the plumes of Green; 
And Sheridan, whose deathl&<is name 

Prockims he wean the Green! 
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So/* Mercy" be the oonnterngnf 

And " Hoffman" the {)arole — 
I<et the bugles ring along our line, 

And the dnims for battle ralL 
And the cn' shall swell lioin eveiy month, 

And on our fliigs be seen, 
We're for mercy for the rebel South, 

"We rebels of the Green"— 
We've a fellow feeling for the Soath, 

We rebels of the Green, — 
The boys who wore the Gray down Sooth, 

We boys who wore die Gieeii. 



A LITTLE RHYME OF LITTLE THINGS, 

A carious thing it were to know, 

And knowledge worth the winniiig, 
How very big a fiact may grow 

From qnite a small beipniuiig; 
Tom treads on Freddy's tender toe, 
' And gives a curse, and then a blow 

That sets poor Tommy spinning ; 
Next knives are drawn, and blood most flow, 
And Freddy t<> tlie gallows go 

For homicidul >inning; 
And yet a com ui>on the toe — 

A com was the beginnmg. 

A ri] onod apple fell one day 

Where a wise man was walking— 
An accident, as some would say, 

Not worth a moment's talking; 
But — in ;i ])liilosophic way — 
That apple called a mind in play 

That was not easy balking; 
The secret of mechanics Iny 
Enshrined therein — 't^ o^ heaven's own ray 

To ns in darkness walking : 
Tet trifles such as these, we say. 

Scarce merit serious talking. 

An idle man «fit down one nij^t 

Before a boiling kettle, e - 

And plugged the spont exce^ng tight 
Willi some 8(rft kind of metal ; 



62 The PoeHoal Works of 



Off went the lid ! a common sight, 

Bat unto liitn 'twas different qmt/df 

For he resolved to settle 
What tame this boiling water might 
Possess ? and so there came to light 

The steed of tireless mettle ; 
The locomotive lay tliat night 

Widdn a tap-room kettle. 

A Yankee yonth — a sturdy chap — 
Was partial to kite flying, 

And just to see what chance would bap, 
A fork he took, and tying 

Tlie prongs al>ove tlie peak, the trap 

Caught, caged, and tamed the thiuider-clopt 
A fact now patent, lying 

In the electric wires >vhich 

Our country, and will soon enwrap 
All climes and oceans l^ ing 

Upon the broad earth's mighty map- 
So mnch for his kite flying! 

So don't despise the little things 

Wliifli happen daily round ti>!. 
For some of them may chance take wings 

To startle and astound ns. 
Trace back the gi-eatest deed — it qiriligs 
From trifles which no jjoet sings — 

Some trifling change, which fbund ns 
Prepared to grasp and mount its wings ; 
Then with our fame the wide earth rings, 

And Fate's high hand hath crowned ut^, 
Because we watched those little thingis 

Which she made happra round ns. 



Too Utile do we gase on Nature's fhce— 

Too much have dwelt iir collep^s and towns^ 
Where miin pursues the miserable race 

Of wealth and mere book-learning. The muse frowns 

On him whose footsteps o*er the breezy downs 
Seldom have ])ressed ; our need is solitude. 

For ther harsh dissonance of the city drowns 
Those dreams of Tirtn^ loreliness, and good. 
Which in the breast of yont^ however stifled, brood. 



THE BETTER CHOICE. 
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^ Let us arise, and shake away the dust 

Of Inick and pavement from our flyinp; feet , 
All toimer visions from reraerabrauce thrust, 

iVnd even foi^t that once we trod the street 

Up in the mountains haply we may meet 
Those glorious fancies that still shun the throng ; 

The rOrs wild nmsic, tremnloiis and sweet, 
Will lend a softer cadence to our son;^. 
The cataract's ciirMess strength may teach us to be strong. 

And flowers, and perfume;. htkI imtainfed air, 
And forest green with dark cathedral glooms, 

And the fleet birds, whose mission is to bear 
Nature's true music on their (nitsjirpiul pluraee, 
And mossy banks, and overhanging blooms 

Of trailing boneysackle— these shall teach 

Our tongues to breathe the passion that consumes 

The inmost spirit ; and we shall Icnrn a speech 

Wide-geneial euini^li all liiiiuaii hearts to reach. 

All forms of art are transient, and they die 

Even with the folly which conferred'their birth. 
.Fashion deceives, but yatine can not lie 

While the wide ocean cradles the green earth. 

False are the echoes of conventional mirth, 
Falser tlie semblance of conventional woe, ^ 

Mere puppet feelinjjs cherished in the dearth 
Of genuine passion ; for a while they glow 
Like paint on death's shrank cheek— diere is no liib bebw. 

• 

Tlie couch of velvet and the damask fold 

May give luxurious languor some brief ease} * 
And mirror'd walls and cornices of gold 

Afibrd good shelter, and a while nuiy please ; 

Bat look again, and tell me where are these? 
A heap of tatters and a tottering wall ! 

Not so this mossy bank, these sheltering trees ; 
Nor ftdes the snn, nor does the green hill fiiU, 
Nor fiiils the bright still pool to mirror back the whole. 

Forms, books, and customs are the chains that bind 

Our hearts to wretchedness. AVIiue'cr would be 
Strong in himself, these fetters cast behind 

'And seek the desert — limbs and reason fteel 

There let him i)onder of his destiny, 
Survey the mountain shrine, the starlit dome. 

Hear Nntore's prompting voice: All Ibis for thee 
Was made and is sustained ; it is thy home; 
Be true to your own life, and here earth's monarch roam I" 
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Oh, false ffmrrir ! s(>lf-b!iffling avarice I 

Tlmt strives to grasp the tnental riches earned 
By finrmer tmlers ! Be asrared of this — 

No ray of thought that erst in Goethe bunied, 
Through pedant-channel can to you be turned. 
Each hand must pluck its indindual fruit. 
Books are the grave where knowledge is inarned ; 

No second hUxsoin from their clay can shoot; 
Yourself must sow the seed — let tliem nmuure the root. 

And we have idled our best ^ curs away 

In gathering dead teaves. There yet is time 
To jjwsA a better harrest, such as may 

Tn part compensate for wasto<l prime. 
And though no forest, leafy and sublime, 
Our wintering snn can hope to shake abroad, 

Still may we graft some creepers that will climb 
Roand our olil age, enlivening the green sod, 
- And breathing grateful praise to the benignant God. 

Oh, mother earth ! to us estranged too long 
Have been thy l^^jiuties — not by our own will. 

For with a passion hliiul as it was strong 
Have we adored thy purity, and still 
Would, ere the years our destii^ falfiU, 

j^rink thy inspiring eloquence ; nor thou 
This tardy homage to thy throne repel — 

Clouds may not always linger on heaven's brow, 

And let the fotnre speak i& ftrror of oar tow. 



DUET FOB THE BBEASFAST-TABLE. 

BOKASTIC HUSBAITD. 

Thou art my love ! I have none other 
But only thee— bat only thee. 

SENSIBLE WIFE. 

Now, Charles, do stop tliis silly Iwther. 
And drink your tea— your cooling tea. 

KOHANTIC HUSBAND. 

Yonr eyes are diamonds, gems refined, 
Toar teeth are pearl, your hair is gold— 

SEKSIBLB WIFE. 

Oh nonsense now ! I know you 11 find 
Your cutlets cold — exceeding c(dd. 



Charles Graham Mdi^pvM, 


• 

65 


BOMAKSEO HUSBAND. 

Where'er thou art) my pftsmons bom ; 
X envy not the monareh'e crown — 




SBNSIBLE WIFB. 




Put some hot water in the urn, 
Aud toast this bread, and toast it brown. 




ROMANTIC HCSBAITD. 




. Had I Golconda's wealth, I gay, 

'Twere thine at will — twcre thine at will — 




SENSIBLE WIFE. 




Then let me have a check to pay 
The diy-goodfl bill— that tedious bill ! 




r 

ROMANTK; HrSHAND. 




Oh, heed it not, my trembling flower ; 
If went should ns, let it come— 


• 


SEKSIBtdB WIFE. 




And, apropos, the bill for floor 
Is quite a sumrraa mipaid sum. 




BOMAHTtC HUSBAND. 




So rich in love, 80 rich in joy,' 
No change oar cap of buss can spill — 




SBNSiBLB wm. 


% 


Now do l)p qnict ! You destroy 
My cambric frill — my well-starched frill. 

♦ 




romahtk husband. 




Ha I senseless, soidless. loveless girl, 
To sympathy and passion dead! 




SKSSIBLE WIFE. 




A moment since I was your pearl,'' 
Yoor ** only love" — ^at least you said. 




ROMANTIC IirsUAND. 




I spoke it in the bitter jest 
Of one his own db^ sadness scorning — 




SENSIBLE WIFE. 




Well, candor is at all times best : 
I wish you, cdr, a fair sood morning! 

5 





^ J . ..Lo i.y Google 
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TH£ NTMFH OF LUBLEIBEB6U. 

In I.iirleil)erf^h's deep shadowed vale, 

Where all the Kliine's blue waters meet, 
A maiden sat, as fair and pale 

As were the lilies at her feet ; 
Her hair in wild profusion flowing 

From ruses richly wreathed above 
To bide the gentile boMm, Rowing 

With mingled thoil|^t8 of f m itul love. 
Nymph of Lurleioergh ! thy lute, 
Wliy stands it thus untouched and mute ? 
What pensive shadows cloud thine eye, 
And cheat the moments as they fly ? 
Thou art too young, too fair for paiu 
To dim the smile or wrini; the brain ; 
Too pure thou seem'st for thought of ill. 
Yet ^ad tliou art, and j)ensive still. 

Yea, thou art sad, although no tear 

Bedews thy silken-fringed lid, 
And all the more will sorrow sear 

When thus in mute endurance hi<l. 
Thine eyes are fixed upon the river. 

As past thy feet its waters roll, 
And, swift as are its ripples, (juiver 

The tides of feeling in thy soul. 
Oh, Xymph of Lurleihergh ! the crown 
Of flowers yoa wear will wither soon, 
The lute's liarmonious eliords will slack. 
And youth, once tiown, comes never back ; 
The gushing: waters, pare and sweet, 
That pour their tribute to thy feet, 
^on pass the bowers of trellised vine, 
And perish in the stormAil brine. 

We sliould not waste in tears the hours 

Of vouth, that all too fleetly flow; 
In spring the fields are decked with flowers, 

And wintry age is capped with snow ; 
And thoQ art in the spring of being. 

And thou sliouldst he as light and gay 
As is the lark when upward fleeing 

To bathe his pinions in the ray- 
That calls the bluebell from the meadow, 
And steeps the bill in sultry shadow ; 
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That bathes the morning lake in fire, 
And tips with goUl the village spire. 
I too have felt the hupeless void 
Of pleasures lost when most enjoyed, 
And learned, alaal that tears are vain 
To wadi sacli memories firom the brain. 



THB PARTING KISS. 

jnLIBT. 

One kiss before yon go, love, 

( hie ki'^s before we part, 
Indeed you do not know, love, 

The sadness of my heart 
The dawn that wakes the birds, love, 

To joy, is pain to me ; 
I iieur yoiir farewell words, love, 

Nor care how bright it be. 

Oh, softly down tile strram, love, 

Let your light oars be driven. 
For I have dreamt a dream, love — 

Perchanoe a warning given 1 
I dreamt my brolJier stood, love, 

And saw our parting kiss ; 
It can not bode US good, love, 

Be snre, foiiget not this I 

Nor must thoa yet forget, love, 

At nightfall to return. 
When o'er the parapet, love, 

Yon see ray signal burn. 
Adieu ! we may not stay, love ; 

Cease not to think of me ; 
And through the weary day, love. 

Til pray for night and thee. 

ROMKO. 

Oh, hmth! yonr fears are vain, love, 

Nor sire nor brother near ; 
Indeed I may remain, love, 

There is no danger here. 
The prying tbiw n delays, love, 

A.« loth to lireak our bliss ; 
He did but peep to win from thee 

The fond, the parting Uas. 
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Hie wiOows, bending deep, lore, 

Til pnulent awe look dnwii ; 
They will not raise tlK-i: iiciids to peep 

Lest yon, my love, shonld frown. 
The birds are all asleej), love — 

Oh, chide not my delay ; 
For where diou art not is my night, 

Where'er thou art, my day. 

Alas! the spell is riven, love, 

I hear the bells afar ; 
Dost thon not sec in licaven, love. 

Yon dimly-fading star? 
When ui the dewy eve, love, 

It rises o'er the hill, 
You'll see my shallop on the stream, 

And hear mj bngie shrilL 

Adieu ! it is the dawn, love, 

t must — I must away ; 
Tlie fading star hath gone, love. 

The birds awake the day. 
To part at all is pain, love, 

Tn t liee and me ; I wish- 
But, till we meet again, love, 

Oh, keep my parting kiss. 



ORIGINAL SDT. 
BMOuaanom w ▲ sbbmok on vhib tbxt bt tbb sbv. urn, mcuMvn, mn 

TO A LADY EQrAl.I.Y REMARKAlU.F. FOK HTK lirATTY, WIT, Itrv FVni.KNCE, AKD 
TIIK INTEBK8T Plir. TOOK IN FAST UOKSI^ \M> M MorUATIC I'ULITlOS. 

My dear Mrs. Blank, for the excellent sermon 
Yon led me to bear, I yonr detrtor remain j 

And revolving the subject has made me detennine 

To sift the discourse? into language more plain. 
Your pastor in me has now found a discijilo 

Who means to go into religion and win ; 
But, in case he shonld fail, in tlu> words of the Bible, 

Impute his mishap to " original sin !" 

That "man is not j>orfect"the excellent T?p11ows 

rnd()ul)tcdly proves, and I boldly maintain ; 
Whenever you show me ** a prince of good fellows, * 

Hia sins will keep pace with the eiae of his brain. 
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Yonr men of small natares arc prim and deeoroas. 

To pnulerv's domain their brief steps they confine. 
While the " big hearted Indians" who truly ride o'er us, 
Can't bring down tlieir strides to the limiting line. 

But woman! dear woman I the excellent Bellows, 

In all his discourse, breathed no word about her ; 
He Avas fearful. ]>erhapj', Mrs. B. would p^row jealous. 

And therefore thought better that point to defer. 
Bnt that froman is perfect in all things becoming 

..V womanly nature, he could not dvuy. 
And assuredly not, if this semion while humming, 

He chanced on our ))ew to direct his staid eye. 

I heard his discourse with a kind of mixed notion 
That "the bliss** be described was allied to our pew ; 

And whenever he spoke of " tlic iiceil of devotion," 

I felt most devoutly — attracted to jrou. 
That liM>yen has re^rards **both in here and hereafter" 

For those who 'tend meeting, I felt to be plain : 
For a pleasanter goblet of dreams than I (]uaffed there 
Was never poured out — labeled ''Fancy's Champagne.'* 

Oh, ne'er while I Ike be that sermon forgotten — 
It made an impression no years can efface ; 

Your parson's the best horse I know of to trot 60, 
When girdling our loins for eternity's race. 

**Two thirty" we got it — the dull nags we "dish 'em," 
Ne'er turning a hair, and ne'er casting a shoe; 

And the " Bloomingdale Koad " which leads up to Elysium, 
I am firmly coavinced has its start from your pew. 



STAMPING OUT." 

Ay, stamp away ! Can you stamp it out— 

This quenchless iiro of a nation's freedom ? 
Toar feet are broad and yonr are stout, 

Bnt stouter for this you'll need 'em I 
You have stamped away for six hundred years, 

But again and again the old cause raUies, 
Pikes gleiim in the hands of our mpontaineers, 

And with scythes come the men from our valleys ; 

The stcel-cl:id Norman, as lip rf):iTns. 

Is faced by our naked gallowglasscs, 
We lost lihe plains and our pleasant homes, 

Bnt we held the hills and passes. 
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And still the beltane fires at night, 

If nnt a man were left to feed 'em, 
liy widows' hands piled high and bright, 
'Flashed far the name of fVeedom. 

Ay, stamp away ! Ca.n you stamp it out, 
Or how have yom* brutal arts been iMtffled? 

You have wielded the power of roj)e and knon^ 



But still, as from each mark's hand 

The fiery cross fell down in fiKi tiiig, 
A thousjind sprnnj^ to seize the brand. 

Our beltane lires religliting. 
And once again through Irish nights. 

O'er every dark hill icflly streannng, 
And ntunerous as the heavenly lights 

Onr rebel fires were gleaming. 
And though again might fail that flame, 

Quenched in the Mood of its devoted, 
Fresh chieftains rose, fresh clansmen came, 

And again the old flag floated. 

That fire will bnm, that flag will float, 

By virtue nursed, by valor tended, 
Till with one fierce clutch upon jwvt thfOftt 

Your Moloch reign is ended. 
It may be now, or it may be then. 

That the lionr will come we have hoped for ages^ 
But, failing and failing, we try again, 

And again the coomct rages. 
Our hate, thougli hot, is a patient hate, 

Deadly and patient to catch you tripping, 
And your years are many, your crimes are great. 

And die sceptre is from you slipping. 
But stamp away with your brutal hoof, 

While the fires to scorch you are upward cleaving, 
For with bloody shuttles, the warp and woof 

Of yonr shroud the Fates are weaving. 



THE LTSPER AND BOOTH. 

Come tell me, girls, and tell me truth, 
Why are you all so in love with Booth? 

** Has he given you filters, or mixed love-powders 
In yonr breakfiwt coffee or luncheon dioiraers?" 
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Fast eaiiie the answer, clear and crisp, 

From a young, plump blonde with a lovely lisp : 

** Vm tbnre, Mither Mileth, wr Invo liinn tho, 
Becautli he ith Hooth-iful, jou know !" 

I caught the lisper and kissed her there : 

*' Kith inc muth ath you pleath, but don't wnmple my hair; 

"And fondle ine, Mileth, juth ath muth ath you will, 
If you only won't wultte my Bwuthclls fwill !" 

So I drew her aside, and, with kiss and whisper, 
There were high old times between Bfiles and the Vii>\m , 

And — let Booth be " boothiful" or no, 
*Twiis a beaatifhl girl that called him so. 



THE OLD GREEN FLAG. 

" The Fenian cause is dead," thej say ; 

*' (^lejm crushed by Seward's craven sway!" 
"ris dead — that is, for the present day — 
'T>vill rise again. 

That cause, in Irish lore appears 

Has lived for full seven handrtBd yean-r- 

<)ft qnenched in blood, and quenched in teais, 

it ruse again. 

The djnng sire bequeathed his md 
To sons who then their life-blood poured, 
And o*«r th^ sons the Gteen Flag soared— 
Twill soar again. 

The Irish mother, as she pressed 

The wnnn. full nipple of hrr breast, 
Thus luilabied her babe to rest — 
''TwiU rise again." 

Despite -rope, dungeon, famine, chains, 
And hills of penalties and paiiis» 
For all with Irish in their veins, 
It rose again. 

From Silken Thomas trace its flow 
To Hugh O'Neil and Owen Boe ; 
And though Lord Edward fidt the hlow, 
It rose again. 
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And thoagh Wolfe Tone in prison died, 
And Emmet was siain on Liffy's side, 
D^pite all England's power and pride, 
It rose again. 

It crosMd the sea. The Irish race, 
Uprooted from their dweUing-pIace, 
Came here new destinies to feice— 
It rose again. 

"Eternal liatred of the foe — 
Eternal warfare, blow for blow, 
• Till Eogiand's power in the dnst lies low**— - 
This rose aipain. 

"While Irish blood through onr vdns is led, 

For \\w r:ni>e and Flag sliiill our blood be shed. 
Till the (ireen, high souring above the Ked, 
floats free again." 

Despite of Seward's truckling fears, 
And Irish slaves, with mocks and jeers 
For those who hold the fiuth <^ years, 
'Twill rise again. 

By suffering taii^t to help the weak — 
For all the oppressed of eurtli we speak — 
For till the oppressed some hope we seek 
To rise again. 

Oh, generou.s, proud, and gallant race — 
So often rasli, so rarely baso — 
Snre as the bright sun holds her place, 
'Twill rise again. 

The oM Green Flag, the good old Caose^ 
Despite the check of cramning laws, 
ShaU yet obtain the world s applanse 
When risen again. 

Whcfever England's flag may float, 
Or slaves may wear her scarlet coat, 
Leap, FeiiiMTis ! at the tyrant's throat, 

And try again. 

The great heart of the land, we claim. 
Is thrilled with sympathetic flame, 
For Uiey, as we, hate Ehgland's name — 
Twill rise again. 
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For perjured faith— for foulest blows 
Struck when the rehel standard rose — 
Engloud, even here, a deep debt owes : 
TwiUrise again. 

Let Seward enm bis craven knee, 

Yet, while America is free, • 
The flag we bore across the sea 
Shall rise again — 

Will rise despite all human power — 
WiU flame abroad in time's fall hom^ 
Tin, b^h in air. o'er ftdd and tower,* • 

It floats again. 

But, brethren, till that hour shall come, 
Be busy with your hunds — bu^dumb; 
Nor speak till told by tbe rolling dram 
"It floats again.'* 

" It floats— the good old Green Flag floats 
Once more in the face of the scarlet coats''^ — 
Then fiercely and full at your foemeu's throats 
^ring once again. 

God of onr Fathers ! God of Peace I 

Grant us from factions feuds releaae;, 
For never until these shall cea.sc 

Can the old Ilag.risc again. 



LINES ON THE RUSSO-TUBKISH.WAR. 

So fiur as I can reason down 

The < oni|ilex Eastern 'piesfion, 
A Turkey done exceeding brown 

Wonld suit tbe Gsar's digestion. 
Be trussed it must with bayonets first, 

And peppered well with powder. 
Then, sliced out into provinces, 

Twill make a fiimous chowder. 

Pow Torkey can not bear a yolk, 

Though turkey-eggs bear pullets, 
Nor can the saltan see the joke 

Of making bis eggs ballets. 
Though he has got a hundred wives, 

He dearly loves Moll Davia, 
And Galatz is the kind of gal" 

He wouldn't pai t to save you. 



74 



The Foetioal Worki of 



Though men-shake-off the Russian wiles, 

btiU Mea-tsbi-koff is great, sir. 
And llie Dardan-eHes are cnmed miles, 

Although they call them Strait," sir. 
The sultan in his harem sits 

While things gt) hurum-scarum ; 
He gets in-suitin' messages, 

And can not choose bat bear 'em. 

The Turk appeals to God and TVnth, 

But suffers nevertheless he, 
For GortschakoiF, beside the l^rutli 
* At Jassy, g^ves him Jessy. 
With Gorts( lia koff and Mcntschi-koff 

His breast has got a-stuflau', 
And, if he can not shake them off, 

These koffs will nail his coffin. 

The czar is dad in costly fbrs 

From Vnslika and Yakaka, 
While Turkey's sole defense from koffs 

Is Redschid Ali Pacha. 
The sultan to the Prophet prays — 

No profit conies a-near him ; 
And though his Tortc be called sublime. 

It has no strength to cheer him. 

He prays to Mecca, but he finds 

The mecha-nism rusty ; 
His prayer can not unlock the gate, 

And so the Porte grows crusty. 
His vixiers pnt their visors down, 

And will not face the tussle ; 
Alas ! the faithful Mossulmaus 

Have neither brain nor mnsde. 

Dis-turbin' hands his tmban touch. 
His hookah it is hooked, sir, 

And soon before a Cossack fire 
Will Turkey's goose be cooked, sir. 

Hb Mamelukes to mammy look, . 
Nor arc for battle pressing; 

His pachas of a dozen tails 

Have talcs the most distressing. 

His dragomans can't drag a man 
To iight — the Turks ain't stupid ; 

His eunuchs are as impotent 
For Man al eke for Cupid. 
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There's not a man in his divan 
In honor's van will die, sir; 

Bcture the t>torm that Bruiu brews 
Hie Turkey soon must fly, sir. 

The Turks gave shelter to Kossnth — 

For this esteemed their souls are : 
May they ne'er know a Ilunf^ary day, 

Fartitioned :i.s the Voles are. 
May Allah and the Christian's God 

( 'onfound unchristian czars, sir, 
And may the Turkish moon be girt 

With bright Columbuin stars, sir. 



TO LAI UA. 

We must not show the hidden bower, 
Where love's high feasts are holden ; 
We must not let another see 

Tlie socrct flower, perfumed and golden, 
That twinkles ou the shadowy lea 
For thee and me, 

Dear Laura. 

We must not show the priceless gem 
That gleams in pleasure's casket; 

No jealous eye its light may see, 
Lest those who envy us should ask it, 

OrqnestioTi liow it came tO be 
With thee and me, 

Dear Lanra. 

We must not show the hidden spring 

Where passion cools its fever ; 
We muft not let the slightest sound 

Betray our joy, but be forever 
Mute as the woods that wave around 

Our hallowed ground, 

My Laura. 

Oh, could we flee, like doves, afar 

From custom's iron bondage, 
To some rich i^lc in the Sontiiem Sea, 

There, in the wood's enwoven frondagff, 
With all our beings linked, to be 

Unwatched and free. 

Dear Lanra. 
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Still, in the world be cold, roseired. 

With social fetters laden ; 
The Iiomble minstrel, what were he 

To win the heart of this proud nuuden ? 
But there are hotu s — ^thank heaven there be — 

For thee and me, 

My Laws. 

I would not change my pride of song 

For all a prince's treasure ; 
Not nil the wcnltli IniMieath the sea 

Could yield its lord such passionate pleasure 
As whoi, upon the shadowy lea, 

I pluck the polden flower with thee, 
And kiss the gem which none may see 

Save thee and me. 

My Lanra. 



AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

The bay lay soIiMiio; at our feet. 

The niglit was dark, and warm, and calm, 
We felt the throbbing poises beat 

Each in the ottiar's palm. 

Behind us, crested on the Lank, 
Were great hotels a-gleam witli lights, 

Where youth aud beauty, w eidth and rank, 
Held revel thnragh the nights. 

But round us all was hashed and dark — 
No sound exc(>pr the sobbing bay — 

iio light, save when some phosphor-spark 
Fhuhed upward in the spray. 

There on the rocks we talked of lo^ e— 
An old, lost love— till on my l)r(>ast 

Her head, like some o'erwearit!d dove. 
Came tiuttering down to rest. 

Between us and the anchored light 
That marks the shoal beneath its lee. 

We watched the white and ghostly flight 

Of schooners out to sea. 

We talked of freighted ships, that sailed 
From bays like this with no retuni ; 

We talked of many hcqws that fiuled 
To reach the prcnnised hoome. 
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We sat, rccallin!:: the yt\^t 

The marcli and camp iu piaiiiu lands, 
Our canvas cities rising fast ^ 

Along the Soathem sands. 

Our c-aiiters through the scented pine, 
The halts in many an ornncrp gTOTCy 

The wreaths of yellow jessauiinc 
^niat round our heads we wore. 

And then came up, in sad review, 

Full many a friend in l»aftle slain, 
And all the'war that either knew 
Before us luissed again. 

And tremulous grew the cUi-sping palm. 
And gentlier sank the fitir dear head, 

And o'er our souls a dcejKjr calm 
Than o'er the Itay was spread — 

A cahn of pained and softened thought, 
A tender trance of vanished years — 

A ghostly mirror, quaintly wronglit, 
In which the past appean. 

And still, as sadder grew the theme, 
Her hand crept closelier into mine, 

And on my breast, in deeper rest, 
I felt her head decline. 

Oh, daik bine bay, with your anchored light. 

Your belt of hills and your silver s!i<)r(\ 
For the freighted hearts relaunched to-night, 
What harbor has Fate in stove? 



WASHINGTON'S BIRTHDAY, 1866/' 

AN APnAL.VO m FATBIOnO AW B KW S VOMIT lOE ▲ eOU>m*9 BOMS. 

Forever past the days of gloom— 

T\m long, sad days of doubt and toBX— 
When woman, by her idle loom, 
Heard the dread battle's ncaring boom 

With olaspdd hands and straining ear ; 
While each new hour the p:i<t j»iir«ues 

Witli &rther threat of loss and pain, 
Tm the dck senses vronld refine 
To longer drink the bloody news 

That told of sons and brothers slain. 
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The days of calm at length are won. 

And, sittinfj; thus, with folded hands. 
We talk of great deeds greatly done, 
WhUe all the fiitnre seems to nm 

A silvery tide o'er golden sands. 
With pomp the votive sword and shield 

The Haviors of the land return, 
And while neir shrines to peace we build, 
On our great h.inner's aznro fit ld 

Yet htrger constellations hui n. 

Who hoye the flag — who won the day? 

The young, |)roud mulhood of the'latid. 
Called from the forge and plow away, 
They seized the \vea|X)ns of the fray 

With eager but untutored hand ; 
They swarmed o'er all the roads that led 

To where the peril hotliest Imriu'd — 
By night, by day, their hurrying traid 
Soil soathward to the struggle sped, 

Nor ever from their parpose tnmed. 

Why telj how long the contest hung, 

Now crowned with hope, and now depressed, 
And now^ the varying balance swun^, 
Until, like gold in furnace flnng, 

The truth grew stronger for the test? 
'Twas our own hlood we had to meet ; 
IVas with full peers onr swords were crossed. 

Till in the march, ;i- :iult, retreat, 
And in the school ot stern defeat, 
We learned succ ess at bloody cost. 

Oh, comrades of the camp and deck, 

All that is left by pitying Fate 
Of those who bore through fire and wreck. 
With sinewy ann and stubborn neck. 

His flag whose birth we celebrate — 
Oh, men, whose names forever bright 
. On history's golden tablet graved — 
By land, by sea, who waged the fight. 
What gneraxm will yon ask to>ni|^fe 

For service done, for perils braved ? 

The charing lines no more we see, 
Xo more we liear the din of strife. 
Is or under every greenwood tree, 
Stretched in their life's great agony, 
Are those who wait the siu^gecm's knife ; 
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No more the bloodied stretchers drip, 

The jolting ambiihinces grosin ; 
No more, wliile all the senses sHp, 
We hear from tlie soon silent lip 

Th^ prayer for death as balm akme. 

And yc, who on the sea's blue breast, 

And down the rivers of the land. 
With clouds of thunder as a crest. 
Where still your conquering prows were pressed, 

War's lightnings wielded in your hand— > 
Ye too, released, no longer feel , 

The threat of battle, storm, and rock — 
Torpedcx's grating on the keel, 
While the strained sides with broadsides reel, 

And turrets feel the indenthig shock. 

Joint saviors of the laud, to-day 
What guerdon ask yon of the land ? 

No boon too great for you to pray — 
What can it give that could repay 
The men we miss from oar worn band ? 

The men who lie in trench and swamj). 

The dead who rock beneath the wave — 
The brother-souls of march and camp- 
Bright spirits — eacli a shining lamp, 
Teaching how nobly die the brave. 

And thou, Great Shatle ! in whom was nursed 

The germ aiul grandeur of our land — 
In peace, in war, in reverence first, 
Wlio taught our infancy to burst 

The tightening yoke of Britain's hand — 
Thou, too, from thy celestial height 

Will join the prayer we make to-day — 
"Homes for the cripjded in the fight, 
And what of life is left made bright 

By all that gratitude can pay." 

Teach these who loll in gilded seats, 

With nodding plume and jeweled gown. 
Boasting a pedii^'ree that dates 
Back to the men who swayed the fates 

When thou wert battling Britain's crown. 
That, ere the world a century swims 

Through time, this poor blue-coated host, 
With brevet rank of shattered limbs. 
Will swell to fame in choral hymns, 

And be of pride the proudest boast. 
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Homes for the heroes we implore — 

The brave, who Umbs and viffor gave 
That— Kmth and Sooth, fimn diora to shore, 

, One free, rich, boundless ooontry o'er— 

Tlic f1.!<: < it Washington might wave; 
The liag timt tir>t — the day recall — 

Long years ago, one summer mom, » 
Flashed up o'er ln(U-]»endence Hall, 
A meteor-messeuger to all 

That a new nation here was boin. 

Oh, wives and daughters of the land, 

To every gentler impulse true. 
To you we raise the invoking hand: 
Take pity on our stricken band, 

These demigods disguised in bine. 
More sweet tliaii coo of ]unri!i;r !)ir(1s 

Your voice when urging gentle deeds, 
And power and bean^ clothe her words — 
A west wind through the heart's thrilled chords 

When woman's voice for pity pleads. 

To you 1 leave the scldicr's doom — 

Your glistening eves assure me right; 
Oh think, through many a night of gloom, 
Wlien round you all was light and hloom, 

And lie i>reparing for the fight, 
i lie soldier bade his fancy roam 

JFlar fhDin the foe's battalions proud — 
From carnps, and hot steeds' charging foam, 
And fondly on your brea:»t at home 

The forehead of his spirit bowed. 

• Oh, by the legions of the dead, 

Whose ears even yet our love may reach— 
Whose souls, in fight or prison fled, 
Now swarm in column overhead, 

Winging with fire my faltering q>eech — 
From strii'ken fields and ocean caves 

1 hear their voice and cry instead : 
"Gazing upon onr mjrriad graves, 
Be generous to the crippled braves 

Who were the comradeii ot the dead. ' 

Our cause was holy to the height 
Of holiest cause to manhood given ; 

For peace and tiberty to smite, 

And while the waim blood bounded bright. 
For these to die, if called by heaven. 
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The (loatl :ire cared for: in the clay 

The grinning skull no laurel seeks ; 
But for the wounded in the fray, 
It is tlnough mv weak lips to-day 
The Order of the Legion speaks. 



HURBAH FOB GOBDON 6BANGEB. 

Come, boys, a toast ! our pride and boast — 

To friends n joy, to fear a stranger; 
Brim every gUu^s, and let it pass — 
The health of Gotdoa Granger! 

His manly grace of fomi and llic^ 
Made women bless our stalwart ranger; 

Her sparklintr oyes, her tenderest sighs 
Were all lor (Jordon GriUiger. 

Each rebel lass, to see him pass, 
Tb kyaltjr the rig^ would ehange her; 

For ** Union" she woidd henrc forth be 
With winsome Gordon Granger. 

We turned to hear his voice of cheer 
On many a field of death and danger ; 

The rebel foe soon came to know 
Our yells for Gordon Granger. 

No finor dity, for feast or fray, 

Since the Babe Divine lay in the manger, 
Has blessed the eaiili, Hum had its birth - 

With General Gordoii Granger. 

So here's his health ! Long life and wealth. 
And years of peace exempt from danger 

Foreverraore — so pravs his corps — 
Be round our Gordon Granger. 



MA NORMANDIE. 

mOM TUE KHENCU OF BSBANOEB. 

When hope buds forth in vernal primes 
And winter flies on sonny wings 

Far from our country's lovely clime, 
And Jane her fresh, warm radiance flings ; 

6 
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When Nature's bloom again we see, 
And swallows skim the jocund eartb, 

I love to visit Normandie — 
It 18 the coantiy of my hirth. 

I have seen the Switzer's sceneiy. 

His cottage liuiiie atiil gliKiera; 
The unclouded skies of Italy, 

Sweet Venice and her gondoliers: 
Where'er I roamed or chanced to bOt 

I cried, " Tliere is no place on earth 
So dear to me ai> JKormandie — 

It 18 the conntiy of my birth.** 

There comes a time to all, alack ! 

When every day-dream flies away, 
And wh'en the wearied soid falls back 

To memories of a brighter day. 
When my coIcUMtise nor warbles free 

Ilcr son<;s of love or songs of murtb» 
in seek fresh lire in Normandie — 

It is the country of my birth. 



THE MIDNIGHT WATCH. 

"Tis late — but thus I mused and read, 

While all around in slumber nod ; 
O Night ! to those who will but heed, 

Thou art the sermon-tini'- f>f God! 
Our house is hushed — a sniouldering fire 

Bums low within the f^wing grate, 
And one by one the lamps expire — 

Fit time to meditate. 

How hushed ! The morning breeze evokc:} 

A thrill of terror — ghostly — dim ! 
The gnin dock deals some fearful strokes 

On Time's outspreading cherubim. 
The mufiled Hours, with hurrying feet, 

Still bear to the eternal gate 
Reproachful thoughts — an oflfering meet-~ 

From those who meditate. 

No sound save when the wainscot mouse 
O5 crumhling cinder bids us stait — 

Sepulchral silence in the house, 
And turmoil in the sleepless heart. 



Chmlea Qrahom Malpine, 



01i» dreams of yontih ! ye seem to creep 

Li formless vapors from the grate 
Round one to whom the eternal sleep 
Comes welcome, if not late ! 



MILES ON THE WHITE FAWN.'* 

A fair)' scene of colored light. 

Of gorgeous dress and luugic changes, 
'Where sUli the gazer's dazzled sight 

From beauty to new beauty ranges. 
Now rings the music clear and high, 

Now seems to die— now swdls in dangm ; 
Volnptuous visions fill the eye. 

Aim thrill the poise with tropic languors. 

A dream grotesque, snpremply warm, 

A whirOiag swarm ot fancies devious ; 
The central figure— woman's form — 

Elastic, laiif^nishinfj;, lascivious. 
The arching thigh, the rounded calf, 

Ankles and feet of tapering lightness — 
Flump bosoms, too unveiled by half, 

And waving arms of marble whiteness. 



THE PARTING. 

Sadly from my host I parted, 
Stiff he was, hut pcninl-hcarted. 
Ami a tear iiuhitideii started 

As I lingcringly delayed. 
Thcri' tlie mother stntir} lieforo 08, 
Trim as ever, and decorous, 
But her me a meaning bore ns 

Kinder than her tongue eonvejed. 

Bound the supper-room the glowing 

Lofj« a fitful light were throwing, 

While the night-breeze, hoarsely blowing, 

Hurmuiid through the eircHng trees. 
" Friends, adieu ! I must oppose yon ; 
111 repaid the debt he owes you, 
Kyour guert dionld now expose you 

Unto drafts so rude as men." 
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Cm el Laura seemed delighted 
At my leaving — "111 requited 
Love," I thou|[^ and yet she lighted 

Me, departing, to "the door. 
Suddenly — of no use saying 
How'-^he breeze, a fiouc playing, 
Blew the light oat, and delaying 

Grew more pleasant than before. 

Dank and cold the midnight drizzle — 
" One adiea I I hear the whistle 1" 
Something seemed to strive and wrestle^ 

And we tore ourselves ajuirt. 
What took place I have an inkling, 
For my ear was smartly tingling, 
And another soul seemed mingling, 

lip-condneted, throogh mj heaxt, 

-^ooo 

A MORNING SERENADE. 

FEOM THE FUENOn. 

Rose, the red sun peens o'er the hill, 
Oh quit your conchas soft retreat ; 

Dost tlion not lioar the village bell 

Chime forth the hour when we should meet? 
The crowded town no pleasure yields, 

Then hie with me — oh, hie away, 
And, wandering through the flowery fields, 

We'll pa-ss ill luve the summer's day. 

Come, Rose, the fields with flowers are crowned, 

My arm thy gentle prop shall be ; 
With loving nature all around, 

We too will love more tenderly. 
The woodbme bower the linnet shields, 

And there it sings the livelong day ; 
Then haste — oh, haste thee to the fields, 

Where hours, like moments, glide away. 

In rustic form our lite to mould, 
Well rise when dawn's first paxtces peep, 

And i'\ ening's shadows on the wold 

Shall heraljl our untroubled sleep. 
Perchance to thee this prospect yields 

But tedious days and weary hours ; 
Or dost thou love the scented fields. 

The song-birds and the breezy bowers ? 
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She comes ! the town no more appears ; 

Oh, hateful city, fare thee wdl; 
Where Art her lifeless beauty rears, 

But genuine passion dare not dwelL 
Roee, let ns quit Parisian noise 

For sweet seclusion far away. 
Oar moments crowned with rustic joys. 

Our km ioereasing day by day. 

THE LAST APPEAL. ' 

Brethren, *tis llie last appeal 
Of human woe to outraged heaven ; 

God witness for us that we feel 

Reluctant all to draw the steel, 
But what hope else to us is given? 
The bonds of social concord riven) 
We try the last appeal. 

Brethren, on I one 8tai>bom fight, 
And peace for evermore shafl be ; 

The red sea's wave will soon unite 
Above the vanquished hosts of ^^ightt 

And conquest lead us into tliee. 

Bear Canaan of fiberty, 
Where God protects the Right. 

Brethren, Power's triumphant heel 

Hath struck us oft, but now we turn. 
And th^ who wronged va soon shall fed 

The spell that lies in patriot zeal 

Their bonds to break, their thrc^its to spnm: 
The victor's wreath and martyr's um 
Await this last appeal 



THE MDirEB^S DBEAM. 

I lie all cold and lonely 

Beneath an elm at night, 
When tlie stars are shining only, 

And the |^o«^worm twinUes bright ; 
I sleep where the star-plenms quiver, 

And my restless memories roam 
Away from the golden river 

To my boyhood's hi^y home. 
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The gdden dream is fleeting 

Away from my troubled sight, 
And my heart with ho])e is beating 

As I see the cottage light ; 
My old rude cot before me, 

Where in by-gone hours I dwelt 
Ere the clouds of life came o er me, 

When no care mj bosom ftlt. 

And I see my mother sndling 

With a faint, uneasy mirth, 
Willie my father's hands were piling 
*The fagots on the hearth ; 
And they whisper ever lowly — 

Yea, I think I hear my name ; 
It was breathed in accents holy, 

And a tear-drop with it came. 

The golden sands are gleaming 

In the ruddy flush nf (hiwn. 
The golden sun is beaming. 

And my mighty dream is gone ; 
Bat ever and forever 

In my sleep my wild thoughts roam 
Away from the golden river 

To mjr boyhood's happy home. 



THE WIDOWER'S CHBISTSfAS. 

Oh Christmas night ! thy spectral hand ovtreadieB, 
Drawing aside the curt^iin of the years; 

Let us give gifts, let u^ make happv speech^, 
If bat to hide— to hide the Uinmng tears. 

Oh Christmas night ! again the table glistens 

With gold and crystal, and the wine is red ; 
But my heart's ear in throbbing silence listens 
For her sweet voice — my beautiful, my dead \ 

Oh Christmas night! the children, gladly screaming, 
Dance in young rapture round the lighted tree ; 

And thus I watch them while my soul is dreaming— 
Dreaming of her mine eyes no more may see. 

Oh Christmas night 1 again thy feast returning, 
Darker br contrast makes mv dailaiess be, 

And all thy lamps seem fanenil tordies bandng 
For the dear £ace I never more may see. 
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BLAf^K LOYALTY. 

LKT TDE TECTH OF IJISTOBY BE PS£8EBVKI>. 

Kigh a million of lives we have spent, 
And three billions of doUan or more, 

That each fetter in twain should be rent, 
And the slave-horn be beard never more ; 

Full six years we have given to the Black, 
And the thing was undoubtedly right ; 

Now suppose, j list to alter the tark. 
We devote half an hour to the White? 

When the South, in its hour of mad pride, 
At Fort Snmter let ^ve the first shot, 

Neck and heels our poor Sambo was tied, 
And the North held one end of the knot ; 

But our hold we let go at the sound, 
For both hands we required in the fight, 

And the war for the Rhuk was then found 
Quite a tough job of work for the White. 

Weil, we fought — ay, for four years we fought, 
Pouring ont hivish treasure and life — 

Did the Black then arise as he ought, 

Cleaving northward with toreh and with luiife? 

All his masters were far from his track. 
Under Johnston and Lee in the fight ; 

Hiere was nothing to hold the Black hack 
Prom assisting liis champion, the White. 

Did he aid us when bleeding we stood 
To chase from him slavery's dreams, 

Or to Lee sent he clothing and food. 

Harness, powder, equipments, and teams? 
. We all know that in one ,>'ingk' siiite 
A remit would have ended the fight. 

So no more of thoir loyalty" prate, 

For the Black rebs were worse tlian the White. 

The White rebels came with a cheer, 

Their hayonets a«hint and aglow. 
While the Black rel>els slunk in the rear, 

Assinting (and freely) our foe ; 
Phillips, Sumner, and men of that school, 

May click-clatter from morning till night, 
But if Black or White rebels must rule, 

Then, by heaven ! count me in for the White. 
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It wonld sickea a dog, tliis vile cunt 

That w« hear of **BlAck loyalty" now, 
And I notice the twaddlers who rant 

On the still jeot were far from the row; 
But since coUi iias been Lee s latest gun, 
And siDce Johnston stacked arms after fight. 

We are told " P>l;ick valor we won" — 
Tis all hunilHig to laurel the White. 

To the Black rebel gioiy and power. 
To the Wlnte rebel chains and disgrace ; 

Ob, madness, and worse, rules the hour — 
We are fal*e to faith, wisdom, and race ! 

To my heart with you, Longstreet and Hill, 
Jomiston, I^ee — every man in the fight — 

Tou were rebels, and Imd ones, hut still 
You share my misfortune— you're White. 



THE QUAKER COQUETTE. 
Dear cov ro<inetto, hut once we met — 

* 

Bat onc-e, and yet twa.s once too often. 
Plunged unawares in silvery' snares, 

All vain my i)rayers lier heart to soften; 
Yet seemed 60 true her eyes of blue, 

Veined lids and longest lashes nnder, 
Good angels dwelt therein, I felt. 

And could have knelt in reverent wonder. 

Poor heart, alas ! wliat eye could pass 

The auburn mass of curls caressing 
Her pore white brow, made regal now 

By this simplicity of dre^-iIl^^ 
Lips dew}', red as Cupid V liid 

Of rose-leaves shed on Mount Hymettus, 
Willh balm imboed they might be woodd, 

But ah! 007 inmde, she will not lei us. 

No jewels deck lier radiant neck — 

What pearl would reck its hue to rival? 
A pin of gold — the tashion old — 

A ribb(m-ibld, or some such trifle s 
And — beauty chief! the lily's leaf 

In dark relief sets off the whiteness 
Of all the breast not vnled and pressed 

Beneath her cdUar's QjiialEer ngbtOMs. 
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And milk-wbite robes o'er snowier globes. 

As Koman maids are drawn by Gibbbll) 
With classic taste are gently braced 

Around her waist beneath a ribbon ; 
And thence unrolled in billowy fold 

Profuse and bold — a silken torront — 
^at hide, but dim each rounded limb, 

Well taxned, and trim, and plump, I wamat. 

Oh, Qimker maid, were 1 more staid, 

Or you a shade less archly pious ; 
If soberest suit Wnm crown to boot 

Could chance unroot your Quaker bias, 
Hotr gladly so, in weeds of woe. 

From head to toe my frame I'd covor, 
That in the end the convert " friend" 

Mgbt thus ascend— a convert lover. 

BLESSING THE SHAMROCK. 

God's blciJsing and bis holy smile 
On the emblem-leaf of Erin's Isle, 

Our green immortal shamroclt. 
From Irish Iiills, thongb far away, 
Through thi^ bright Western land we stray, 
From e\ cry leaf there comes a ray 
Of the olden light — of the olden day, 

While gazing on the shamrock. 

Saint Patrick found tt]t(in the sod 
This emblem of our triple God, 

And taught ns by the shamrock 
The mystery of our creed divine. 
How one in three distinct may shine, ' 
Yet three in one, as leaves, combine, 
And their joint blessings intertwine— 

'Tis a lesson from tl^ shamrock. 

And tlie tliree virtues which are dear 
To Irish hearts are emblemed here 

Within our three-leaved sliamrock : 
Elddi^, that knows no end 
To country, sweetheart, faith, or friend; 
Courage, that no reverse can bend ; 
And hospitality— leJi blend 

Their within die shamrock. 
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So mav Heaven's blessings, choke and chief, 
Bedew each petal of thy leaf, 

Our own iiumurtal sliamiuck; 
And mayest thou, in this Western dimei, 
As long ago, in Irelarul s ju iine, 
Be emblem of a faith bubhiue 
In God and Coantty, through all time, 

Our green and gUnrions ^amrock. 

And may our j»roud and ancient race, 
Uprooted from the dwelling-place 

Where grew this votive shamrock. 
Still keep this night, where'er they fly, 
Sacred to memories dear and high 
Of the land where all our kindred lie 
In the green gravea, made beauteous by 

Thick Tefdnre of tfie shamrock. 

God bless the old dear sj)0t of earth — 
God bless the green land of our birth, 

Where grew this bunch of shamrock ; 
And blessings on this generous land. 
Which welcomes with a lavish hand, 
Each year, the sad and stricken band 
Of exiles from the «lver strand 

Where grows the saintly shamrock* 

— ooo— 

THE LAST RESORT. 

WBITTRX PDRING A FRESIJKT OF 8TKAM-B()AT KZCIOBIOML 

A dramatist declared he had got 
So many people in his plot 
That what to do with half he had 
Was like to drive him drama-mad, 
■ "The hero and the heroine 
Of course are married — very fine! 
But with the others what to do 
Is more than I can tell — can you ?" 

His friend replied : *' 'Tis hard to say. 
But yet I think there is a way. 

The married couple thank their stars, 
And half the 'others' take the cars ; 

The other half you put on board 
A racing steam-boat — take my word, 
They 11 n^ver trouble you again." 
'i'he dramatist resumed his pen.' 
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LOAFING AS A FINE ABT.'» 

My friend, my chum, my trusty crony. 

We were designed^ it seems to me, 
To be two happy laziaroni. 

On sunshine fed and maccaroni, 
Far oft' by some Sicilian sea. 

From dawn to eve in the happy land. 

No duty on us but to lie — 
Straw>hatted on the shining Mlkd, 
With bronzing chest, and arm, and hand— 

Beneath the bhie Italian sky. 

There, witli the mountains idly glassing 

Thmr purple (splendors in the sea— 
To watch the white-winged vessels pasdilg 
(Fortunes for busier fools amassing), 
This were a heaven to you and me. 

Our meerschaums coloring cloudy brown. 
Two yoong girls c oloring with a bliidi» 
The blue waves with a silver crown, 
The mountain shadows dropping down. 
And an the air In perfect imsh — 

Thus flhonld we lie in the happy land, 

Nor fame, nor power, nor fortune mlas— > 
Straw-hatted on the shining sand, 
W^ith bronzing chest, and arm, and hand — 
Two loafers coached in perfect hitM. 



A MAINE-LAW LTBIC. 

With thickest growth of beard his face 

Was matted in a ghastly smile ; 
His hat preserved the feintest trace 
Of what was once a shapely tile ; 
His elbows glimmered through his coatf 
His trowsers needed tailor's care, 
His. boots they were not of a pur, 
And ttafough them you his toes might note. 
He only said, *^It is the tipple, 

The tipple 'tis," he said ; 
He munnured, " Go it like a crip|def 
And go it till your dead.** 
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He raised his hand at dewy morn, 

He raised it fur into the night, 
Andy in a tone of muudhng scorn. 

The temperance party he wcrald slight ; 
He drank his glass, and called for more, 
With trembling fingers searching out 
For dimes within the tattered clout 
Which onoe the name of pocket bore. 

He only said, " It is the tipple, 

The tipple 'tis," he said ; 
He murmured, " Go it like a cripple, 
And go it till you're dead." 

And ever as the lamp grew dim, 

And brandy lay beyond h\< reach, 
He saw pale spectres glare ui bmi. 
And mutter fiercely each to each. 
Oil, they were hours to freeze the soul, 
VViien those blue corpses o'er him bent| 
And to convey the inoral meant, 
Each fiend upheld a glittering bowl. 

Ue only said, ''It is the tif^ple, 

The tipple 'tis," he said ; 
He murmured, " Go it Uke a crqiple, 
And go it till you're dead." 

There is within some praiiite walls 

A high and hideous wooden thing, 
And in its floor a door that falle 

Obedient to a secret spring; 
Ay, groan and shriek ! With cries and tears, 
Mercy of earth and heaven demmd, 
A wife's red blood is oh yom- hand— 
Your kindest gift to her for years. 

fcio ends the ballad ot the tipple: 
' Be warned, and pray, and tliink ; 

■ The tap is Afdther ATitrdcr's Tuppie— 
Vou buck blood as you drink. 



JANETTE'S HAIB. ^ 

"Oh. Innscn tlie snood that you wear, Jcftiett^ 
Let me tangle a hand in your hair, my pet," 
For the world to me had no daintaer sight 
Than your brown hair veiling your shoulders white. 
As I tangled a hand in your hair, my pet. 
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It was brown with a golden gloss, Jnnette, 
It was finer than silk uf the ii<^S) my pet, 
'Twas a beautiful mist falling down to your wrist, 
Twas a thing ! < braided, and jeweled, and kissed— 
Twas the loveliest hair in the world, my pet. 

My arm was the arm of a clown, Janette, 
It wns sinewy, bristled, and brown, my pet, 
But warmly and softly it loved to caress 
Your round white neck and your wealth of tnsfr^ 
Your beautiM plenty of hair, my pet. 

Your eyes had a swimming fl^oiy, Janette, 
Revealing the old, dear storv% my ]>et — 
They were gray, with that chastened tinge of Ihe sky, 
When the trout leaps qniekest to snap the fly, 

And they matched with your golden hair, my pet. 

Your lips — but I have no words, Janette— 
They were fresh as the twitter of birds, my pet. 
When the spring is youn|;, and the roses ure wet 
Tnth tlie dew-drops in each red boeom set, 

And they soiled yonr gold-brown hair, my pet 

Oh, you tangled my life in yonr hair, Janette, 

'Twas a silken nn*! pildcn snare, my ]'rt, 

But, so gentle the bondage, my soul did implore 

The right to continue yonr shiTO evermore, 

With my fingers wtmfwhiMl in yonr hahr, my pet. 

* * « « * • 

Thus ever T dream what yon were, Janette, 
With your lips, and your eyes, aud your hair, my pet ; 
In the darkness of deso&te ynra I moan, 
And my tears fall bitterlv over the stone 
That covers your gicuden hair, my pet. 



LES IIIRONDFXLES. 

A captive on Africa's shore, 
A warrior laden witii chains, 

Cried aloud, ** I behold ye once more. 

As ye Hy from the frozen plains, 
Ye swallows, whom Hope, iu despite 

Of this fierce-flowing cUmate, pursues \ 
From France ye have taken your flight — 

Of my home do yo bring me no news? 
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*' Three summers I've begged tbat ye might 

Kecall the fond wishes that stray 
To t hat vale where in dreams of delight 

My yoath glided swiftly away; 
To the river whose winding wnves fnnm 

'>ieath lilac bowers, scenting the breeze ; 
Ye have perdied on my old cottage-home**- 

Have ye nothing to tell me <tf these? 

"Perchance yoar young nestlings were born 

'Neath the roof T wdromed the day; 

Ye have pitied my mother's heart torn 

By the love which can never decur : 
Though dying, she hopes that each nonr 

My step on the silence will break; 
She listens, and hist her tears shower — 

Of her love have ye nothing to speak? 

*' My sister ! perchance she is wed ; 

Have ye seen the gay youth who inthiongs 
At the feast of her bridal were met, 

And welcome her marriage with songs ? 
And those, my companions of yore, 

Who livod tlirnugh the cnitihnts we foUght— 
Do they dwell in the village once more? 

Oh, of so many Mends know ye naught ? 

It may be the stranger's foot presses 

The graves in the vale where they sleep ; 
My home a new master poetesses. 

My sister but living to weep ; 
No prayers that for me wing to heaven, 

And torture and fetters below : 
Yonr silence perchance is but given 

To spare me this harden of woe." 



TO AZRA. 

We meet once more : the earl^' bloom 
Of passion perished in its pnde, 

And MUnil>ers in a foreign tomb, 
■Reynnd ,i .lark :ind stormy tide; 

The yuiui^j; angel faded fast 
From its ethereal form of clay; 

That sea of anguish — but 'tis past, 
And we have met once more to-day. 
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Thy cheek with paler tinge imbued — 

Thine eyes — ah! where their mirthful glance? 
A sense of former pain subdued ' 

Breathes o'er thy gentle countenance. 
* My heart I how bright, in older days, 

The smile that plaj'ed from brow to chin. 
But now, as through a setting haze, 

The sun peqps ndly from within. 

Thy Toice is changed : no more its tone 

• From music's ocean may emerge; 
Thy laugh is mingled with a moan, 

Tliy words of hope resound a dhqge ; 
And ever through thy gay discourse 

Some thread of suffering winds along — 
A clew that leads with mystic &(asb 

To die deep fount of sadder song. 

Love lives — perhaps in purer form- 
But ah ! the magic thrill< no more ; 

The shipwrecked pilgrim of the storm 
May prize his chance-directed shore, 

But from its desolate cliffs his eye 
Will range in vain the circling seas, 

And picture a more brilliant sky, 
A lorelier land, that once was his. 

Thy hand! time was its fiintest touch, 

Like sacred fire, lit up my frame ; 
Those dreams of youth, those hours had mucii 

That memory fondly Idves to claim. 
I dreamed my soul lay soft and hushed 

As was the sod beneath thy feet ; 
It gave its flowers, and they were crushed — 

And once again, once more we meet. 

Henceforth the worid may smooAUer pass, 

But life's one star sliines cold and dimj 
Though fortune prove a sea of glass, 

0*er which oar lives miinjnred swim. 
Far better were the storm, the strife 

Which overciist our earlier sans: 
There is a record kept in life 

Where love hut stamps his signet once. 

The lip that quickest wings the jest 

Is first to breathe tlie scrrct sigh ; 

• The laugh that rings with freshest zest 

But chokes the floodgates of the eye ; • 
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The heart, like K^'^ypt's queen of old, 
Ke'er 1^ its misery see the Light ; 

Bnt o*er me deadly asp we ibid 
Tlie gpyrm^nfta of the gala ni^it. 

And months — ay, long, iinsolaced years 

H;n e found me reckless, loveless, wild— 
A man wlio is not, but appeai-s 

The living jest at which ho smiled. 
There is a ]iloii^nrc born of juiin, 

When all it^ outward signs depart, 
A trimnpli when the stea&st hrain 

FloatB calinlj o'er Ae atrngg^iiig heart. 

Forbear thy early fire to feign. 

Nor weep that I am colder grown; 
With less of joy and less of pain, 

The heart asanmee a temperate tone ; 
Can prayers or tears revive the flowers 

Which in the past have shrunk and died? 
Can we recall we golden honn 

Whose waves are in the eternal tide? 

The Hand that wrote the Perdan's fidl, 

" Weighed, wanting, wortlilcss, cast aside," 
The dark hand on the glittering wall 

Was bnt the touchstone of his pride ; 
Adversity — another Iiand — 

Revealed thy falsehood and my fate ; 
Long years of sorrow, a strange land, 

Ajad a lesnion given too laMu 



THE STABS OF MBH0E7. 

JXk retrospection's dream we see 

The waste of years that s^tch a£ar 
Into the dim eternity. 

With here and there a shining star; 
Sweet stars of rtionion' hcaniiiiLr o'er 
, The sepulchres of pehshed hope, 
And backward torn we more and more, 
As gloomier paths before as ope. 

We torn to see the memoried sky 
Grow ruddy in tho youthful dawn ; 

We watch the glorious shadows fly 
AeroBs the la&e and o'er the lawn; 
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The evening clouds nre turned to gray, 
Though streaked by many a crin^soa bar, 

And darkness comes, yet, in its way, 
Lifts up to heaven itill many a star. 

It lifts — but not the star of mom. 

Whose pale henins merge in fuller light. 
When flowers and birds seem newly bom, 

And freshened by the dews of night ; 
That loveliest \\^\\t, forever set, 

Iso second morrow bids arise, 
And sadly, vainly, we regret 

llie iostre that has left our skies. 

^he Past was as an easy road 

That led us down a hill of flowers, 
Where every opening vista showed 

Bat brighter streams and greener bowers. 
We roMdi at length the barren plain 

Where man contests the race of life ; 
We join the struggle, feel the pain, 

Yet lore the excitement of Uie strife. 

We love die strifb that makes the tide 

Of passion sweU within the heart; 
Nor deem we, in onr youthful pride. 

Ambition's pulse can e'er depm r ; 
We love it while onr hearts arc ti un^ 

With high romance and ancient love; 
We love it while our hopes are young, 

And paint a brighter scene before. 

But, as we wander on and on. 

And weary of the loveless life. 
We tnm to find the flowers are gone 

Beneiith the mailed hoofs of strife ; 
We wake to know that manhood brings 

The pain that finds nr) ]i,ilm in tears; 
We wake to know that memory stings ; 

We wake to monm the by-gone years. 

The stubborn soul.is loth to quit ^ 
The dream that it hath made its god, 

And — forced to own its misery yet 

Pursues the path it once hath trod ; 
Looks round it, with a careless eye. 

On others equally unbless'd, 
And pinions every stnij^gling sigh 
Within the portals of the breast. 
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"VVe wamler on: the early hope 

In which, beyond tlie sultry plain, 
We saw serener vistas ope, 

Experience proves is tulse and vain; 
Forever with a lengthening chain. 

Forever with a <^ker ])all, 
We journey to the grave in pain, 

And see our feUow-bondsnmn fall. 

Tridp c hec ks the tear, and with a frown 

Would chase the phantom Grief away ; 
The snows of age come thickening down, 

And cliill and l)U':iker grows the way; 
We speak what we would fain unsay, 

But pride steps in with ready ait. 
Anil in a semblance of the gay 

We veil the sorrowB of the hwrt. 

Amid the gloom, we gladly turn 

Where none nniy mock our silent tears, 
To where the stars of memory burn 

Above the joys of other years ; 
And Fancy in tlie uproars 

The radiant forms ol perished worth. 
Which we have home on floweiy biers, 

And laid within tlie lap of earth. 

O stars of .\reraoiy ! ever shine,- 

And brighter as oin* years decay ; 
Still shed your influence divine 

To cheer as on onr lonely way. 
Bright stars of Memory ! shine forever, 

Like beacons o'er the troubled main, 
Untal in Lethe^s tranqtdl ri^-er 

We IiaTe ablution of all pfdn. 
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De par le Boi 1 Xtefenae a Dien 
Oe aire mlrades » ee Uea.** 

What ! pass a statnte to dispatch *em ! 

It is a proposition rare ; 
Impri-on— hang — when you first catch 'em. 
The budilesjs spirits of the air ? 



8PnUT RAPPING. 
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Despise all reason — ^hear no question — 

The scourge of legal power is thine ; 
Condemn — and then ('twill aid digestion) 
Say grace before you dine; 

Of oki, when glorious Galileo 
Announced the planetary plan, 

A pope — a Siic ei"(lntal Leo — 

i>echired his doctrine under ban ; 

But, though the Church affirmed his error. 
The world has since his truth aveirad ; 

And, in despite of condign terror^ 
The spirits will. be heard. 

When Franklin raised his brawny aim 
' To rob the lightning's callow neat, 
When little thunder-gods did swarm 

I^oneath the electric mother's breast, 
Why did no Yankee pope ari>e 

To tad the impious hand withdraw, 
Spreading an a-gis o'er the skies 

Of Majisachusetts law 't 

O Liberty ! thou splendid word. 

We do adore thy clap-trup name ; 
*TiB reverenced wheresoever heard, « 

But violated just the snine. 
Shall mea with narrow brows and hearts 

Forbid onr spiritnal fiuth ? 
Rap ! rap ! from the doll table stane— 

It lends a spur to death. 

No ! by the hallowed rigljts we wrung 

Id years, of blood from Britain's Imnd — 
No ! by the stars — heavoi's cressets — hang 

In the blue dome that spans our land, 
We will not yield to Yankee drill — 

We scorn and hate its idiot ban — 
With force of intellect and will, 

We claim the rights of man. 

The right to hope, the right to pray, 

Tlie right of eonscie»?ce and of rest, 
The right to cbuose whatever way, 

riiliiirtinL: others, snitB US best. 
We reaftirni, in reverent awe. 

This heresy which Knox began, 
Tfauat conscience towers o'er human law— 

That God is more than man. 
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AN OLD. MAXIM KE VERSED. 

**Etarma cedTUlt tng;;r," 

Said a Komun ot renown ; * 
When the din <^ war is Ofvar, 
Anns yield onto iSb» gawn,^ 

But this motto Jeff reverses ; ' 

For, arrayed in female charms. 
When the din of war is over, 
In his gown he yields to m ms. 



TITE ISLANDS THAT AWAIT US. 

(Jonae, brotiiers, fill! To-night we will 

Give joy its longest tether; 
Take hands around — let music sound-— 

We're exiles here together. 
For fatlierland we draw the brand — 

W^e failed, but do not fiilter; 
Some otlier day again we may 
Fling fire on Freedom's altar. 

The toast to>night is one of lights 
Let's drink ere time bclatc us ; 
Come, brim the glass, and let it pass— 
**T1ie islands that await us I** 

There's Cuba lies in sunniest bkies, 

By Spanish thraldom trampled, 
Her treasure spont, and blood besprODty 

Her wrongs are unexampled ; 
But exiled sons with Yanlcee guns 

Can nudce the tyrants vanish, 
For once we'll fench these grandees each 

The way to " walk it Spanish 1" 

The one Lone Star shall not be fiur 

From oiiv nnsiilliod cluster, 
The Southern queen shall yet be seen 
Arrayed in Northern lustre. 

There's Ireland, too — 'tis vain to rue 

The doom imprinted on her; 
Some day we'll make, or we nustake, 

That very curse her honor. 
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. Hie green diall spread above the red 
When Saxon blood is under, 
And old John Bull, at Liverpool, 
Be waked by Yankee thnnder. 

The Eastern qiiecn in starry sheen 

With her of tlie Antilles, 
The Y ankees' banner floating high 
O'er shamrocks and o'er lilies. 

Then, brethren, fill— pledge heart and will— 

Oar cause well try and gtun, too, 
The exile's name shall reach a fame 

JSo king's could e'er attain to. 
In France at first was freedom nursed, 

Bnt there, so wild and skittish, 
She fell a prey one luckless day 
To Spaniards and the British ; 

But here with growth surpossii^; both, 

Majestic in her status. 
And to her sod, so help us God ! 
Well bring the "isles that wait us.'* 



FOND Am) FOOLISH. 

My Lydia, d() you never miss, 

Since grown of late SO prim and molidlf 
The drive, the dinner, and the bliss 

Of being very fond and foolish ? 
The game we played was one of cost — 

Good cause, no doubt, for your retreadng ; 
But, ah ! the joys forever lost — 

llie dear, wild, passionate tiuiUs of meeting ! 

I always went an hour too soon-* 
The* clocks were wrong, my head was dizzy ; 

Your whispered words, "The square atnoon"— 

Each object kept my fancy busy. 
That mantle — yes, it is her own ; 

I run — oh, pof»h ! my eyes doMlve me; 

That bonnet — it is hers alone ; 

Kot hers I good heaveiis ! my senses leave me. 

The air grew dense, my pulse was liitrh. 

I counted steps or plucked at brambles ; 
The exnlting fountain seemed to cry, 

** No more shall Lydia share yoor rambles." 
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A thousand shooting hints of fear 
Suggest — but no, they ctin't ^iiicover ; 

And yet, past noon, ana she not here— 
Was ever such unhappy lover? 

This surely is her step, her hdght, 

The same wliitc Cnslimere round her flowuig; 
She aears — ah I lovelier to my sight 

Than Temis with her locks oot-blowfaig. 
I fly to meet her at the gates — 

" Welcome, and welcome beyond measure; 
Our carriage at the corner waits, 

And now for five dear hours of pleasure." 

The fields were green, the flowers were sweet ; 

Each rose — you gave a kiss to win it, 
And said, " Our cottage was as neat 

As any nest of aijy Unnet;" 
The silver tray — e flask of wine, 

Then, all too snon. your visit over, 
And back to town, your hand in mine, 

Again you parted firom your lover. 

These pleasures do you never miss, 

!My Lydia, now so prim and mulish. 
The drive, the dinner, and tlie bliss 

Of heing very fond and foolish? 
The game we played was one of cost — 

Ooi ul cause, no doubt, for your re^ieating; 
But, ah I the Itliss forever lost — 

The dear, \vild, passionate joys of meeting. 

A HYMN TO THE TYPES. 

Oh silent myriad army, whose true metal 

Ne'er flinched nor blenched before the despot Wrong f 
Ye brethren, linked in an immortal battle 

With time-grown Falsehoods, tyrannous and strong! 
Fragments of strengHh and beauty lying Mle, 

Kacli ITT its ]>lace, imtfl the appointed d.iy ; 
Then, swifr a^i wheels the squadron to the bridle, 

Ye s])ring into the long, cmnpact array. 

Obedient, self-contained, and self-contented. 
Like Teteran warriors in the mingled broU, 

Each giving help where just his help is wanted, ■ 
Nor seeking more tbui his due share of toil;' 
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{Striving not, vainly, each to be a leader, 

Your caintals are captains of the file, 
The crown you niui :it, to inform the reader, 

And help old Truth on for another mile. 

What wondrous dreaips of l)eauty may he flying 

Unwinged, unuttered, through your silent nuuis! 
Even as a prisui, in some deep gKJito lying, 

Until the informing soul of Genius pass. 
Filling the cavern with a liglit as tender 

As that which breaks from Love's half downcast eyes \ 
nien Ae cold gem awakes to rainbow splmdcn'. 

Where, oouched in moss, beside die fonnt it Ues. 

Oh what a burst of glory when ye ndn|^ 

Your bloodless hands in the sup]x)rt of truth — 
When to your banded spell the pulses jlingle 

Of tottering age and fiery-visioned yonth !• 
What power aud strength Avhcn yo stand up united 

Beneath the master-spirits' guiding sway ; 
A thousand lamps at one lone star lighted, 

Turning the ni|^ of error into day. 

Te are the messaigers, all earth paradinf^, 

Who s|>eak of comfort and couninttiion still — 
Planks of a mighty ship, whose precious lading 

Is roan's just reason and his heart's fond will — 
Launched on the Stream of time, our thoughts are drifted 

Far, far adown our cbildren-peofiled shore, 

And the gay pennon of our hope is lifted 

When him it cheered through life it cheers no more. 

• 

Unmanhaled army ! earth is still a wonder — 

A bright Grod's wonder, all too little kiu)wu } 
Star-eyes above us and the green sod under, 

Oceans of beauty girdling every zone ; 
And man himself, whose dee)) heart throbs forever 

Witli ]i:issionate longings, and the fierce unrest 
Uf hopes that struggle in a vain endeavor 

To hear themselves by other tips confess*d. 

Ye are the mightier tongues we have invented 

To l)ear our utterance ever and allwhei e ; 
Our hearts into a thousand heai'ts transplanted, 

A multiplied existence ye confer. 
Falsehood, with bloodshot eyes, awoke ftom slumber, 

And glared in baleful ten or on your birth ; 
Meek-fronted Truth enrolled you in her number, 

And cried, " I am not mthont swoids on earth!*' 
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Ye are tnie types of meii. When disunited, * 

The world has nothing feebler or more vuiu ; 
But when one animating thonght has lighted 

The dim rec esses of each heart and brain, 
The mass rolls onward with a steady motion, 

Warned by yomr beacon fipom the rock of Deadi, 
The breath of Knowledge sweeps tlie stagnant QCffi^n» 

And men rise up like billows at its breath. 

Ye are the swords of Tnith— the only weapon 
That Truth should wield in this protracteil war ; 

Ye are the roclis of Knowledge thi^ we step on, 
In thought's bright firmament, fnnn star to star! 

I see an an^el w inged in every letter, 

' EtVen as man's soul is bid within his clay : 

I see a prisoner with his broken tetter • 
Emei^ng out of darkness into day. 

Unspeakable ye are ! We ham created 

A new existence than our own more firm ; . 
Our iit'e and hopes into your lilt- tiansUited, 

Enjoy a being that shall know no term. 
The jtlitwiiian s frolic song still kindle- ghidness 

Within the heart, though care has gnawii its core, 
And bright eyes weep at hts recorded sadness 

Who sleeps where pride and envy sting no more. 

Even as the marble block contains all beauty 

Kii«;iirined in darkness aiul the (Hituard husk, 
W liich the warm sculptor, with love-prompted duty. 

Shall make to shine, through darkness and throngh dusk, 
Into the day of loveliness, ye treasure 

All fonns of tliought and song in your mute sphere} 
Oar pen the chisel, and our rhyme the measure 

By which we make the inborn god iqypear. 

Would that my heart were wider-tongued and deeper, 

Nor moved involved in cares of meaner place, ^ 
Then would I mow down, hke a sturdy reaper, 

The crop of thought that rises from the '* case." 
IHowers oihri^it songs, and fruit of mellow reason. 

And many a jiceping bud of infant Trutli. 
^ly soul should garner in its summer season, 

And steep in dews of a perpetual youA. 

But ah ! mnte types, are ye not all too often 

Constrained to serve at some nnsolaced toil- 
To harden hearts that ye would love to soften, 
And lielp to swell where ye would still the broil ? 
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Even 80 with me ! Mj drsams of song are hurried 
LOce moon-rav flashes through the drifting stOim, 

And all that God mmlc imhlc in nic liurit-d 
ill wants 1 share in cuiumuu with the woiin. 



OUR CSSAR AND THE SULTAN. 

A LVEu; OF "civilization." 

Why should we love the heathen Turk, 
And hate the Christian czar, 

While Russia is in weehh and work 

' " More civilized" by far ? 

Her banner bears the Holy Cross 
Wherewith our creed is signed, 

While Turkey's paclias only ti)j>;4 
The! I hon$e-tails to the wind. 

Why li.itP tin' cznr, mul j)r:iv for him 

W^ho>e grim seraglio walls 
Hold heaaties that are growing dim, 

Ilis comnbines and thralls? 
Wb)r hate the czar, and wish success 

To (Hie who dares to libel 
Onr telegraph and printing-jn-ess, 

Our cotton goods and Bible? 

The czar is " civiliztvl.'" nf cuirse — 

He writes it on iiis Imnner — 
A Christian praving till he*s hoarse 

In the devoutest manner; • 
One wife alone he has to kiss, 

As in church members seemly, 
And in his walk of life he is 

" Respectable— extrwnely." 

The sultan hath a stud of wives. 
And sultans have, they tell us, 
An awkward trick of taking lives 

From all obnoxious fellows. 
Their headlong passions will not brook 

To mingle farce with ftuy, 
And wring from death the killing joke 

Of " murder done by jury." 

The " march of intcllet t" is quite 
A march beyond their>drilling; 

They never made a " proselyte** 
By one jttdicioos shilling; 

£ 2 
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Deficient much in legal skill 
And organized starvatiun," 

They never mbced a pttt«at pall 
For Tnrkbh **melioratioii." 

In ftet, we say, with deep rogaet, 

Bat truth must li(> mir sure hope. 
The saltan is some age:^ yet 

Bem&d the kings of EtiropA ; 
He has not got the royal l)lood 

Which fe-<ters so divinely 
lu men not made uf cummou mud, 

But porcelain} painted finely. 



He has not got ^e Rassian knoat . 

Wherewith the nuns were beaten, 
Nor Austria's axe — gi'own fat, uo doubt) 

On all the flciih it has eaten ; 
No guilt-extracting guittotine, 

As Fnnicc has got to cure hers ; 
But, worht ut oil, and deadliest sin, 

He has no "British jurors. 

lie thinks kings should, against all taste, 

Have nothing underhand meant, 
Whereas all know the crown is placed 

Above the tenth commandment ; 
For we beKere that monarchs are 
ExeTi!|it from keeping promise, 
Especially the (||ueen and czar — 



Then why, we ask — w hat mysteries lurk 

That we are so excited, 
While burglar Nick and goodman Turk 

Are getting matters righted? 
A Inend suggests some twaddling cant 

Of ** justice and humanity!" 
Such trifles ought not, and they sha'n't» 

Impede our Christianity. 

We mean to save the Turkish souls 
By dealing skulls asunder, 

Destroy them as we did the Poles, 

And profit l)y the plunder ; 
We mean to give them Gospel light 

By piercing' lights and liven*, 
When <1o;h1 and at the judgment seat 

They 11 then be " true believers." 



« 
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Bat if, with merely Iranuui hearts, 

\Ve ask, " llow goes the war ?" 
One hoarse-tongued execration starts 

Against the butcher czai^ ; 
There reeks a cloud from I'oland's 8od 
. That takes a giaut furni, 
A mangled thou^ immortal god, 

Much wasted, but yet warm. 

And from the pbuns of Hungary 

Another cloud ascends — 
Heaven! what a fur^r-frenzied eye 

Upon the North it bends ! 
A woman form — a Juno shape — 

Queen mother of the gods — 
A woman I but her shoulders drip, 

Flowed red with RnsBian rods. 

Lo ! watch Ihem — ^watch them evermore 

Until the rite he done ; 
High np in air their lips converge — 

That kiss hath made them one. 
Firom that embrace they quickly turn, 

Their clnnil-hands pointing north, 
And in their eyes the lightnings bum 

Which soon shall thunder forth. 

God speed tlie union, sealed in blood, 

Of Freedom andBespahrl 
God f5])eed the cause of himian right 

Whenever and where'er ! 
. God meed the Turk ! God speed the Pole! 

God speed who'er will fi^^ht 
With sword and word, heart, brain, and hand, 

For man's eternal right. 



ROMA^XE AND ECHO. 

It rains — it rains — the slimy street 
Is silent, though a hundred feet 
In eager hurry homeward beat — 

({'oz why ? thoy all wear rubbers.) 
We hurry homeward, tliere to meet 
The tender ones, who long to greet 
Papa and husbniul — oh I 'tis sweet I 

(Wife scolds, and baby blubbers.) 
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The skies luive nil their clouds nmaBSed, 
But sunshine waits u-. and will last 
When we into our humus lid ve passed. 

(I wouldn't like to risk it !) 
No rain-tears there, im i utting blast 
Of angry words ; the hours as fast 
As moments fly ; we find at last — 

(Weak tea and leathern biacnit.) 

What tongue describe, what pen poitray 
The transports which, at close of day, 

The woriiing head and hand repny V 

(Due hills, sour looks, and twaddle 1 ) 

0 Seraphina ! soon I pray, 

Willi thee to bless my onward way, 
Our home, though humble, shall be gay — 
(There was a man called "CauSeV) 

1 do not smoke, was never '•tight," 
And, while ywa beauties charm my sight, 
I'll find the ninrria^e burden light — 

(As soldiers titid tlieir knapsacks!) 
And home returning' night by night, 
Your eyes, the hearth, and all things bright. 
Oh, will you not my toils rctinitp? 

(With pickled pork and Ha]>jucks !) 

— ooo 

THE WELL-DKESSED MAN. 

My poor old coat, my hfily coat, 

Hilt not like that of Treves, 
With pain ineffable I note 

Your frtiycil and wasted sleeves. 
Time was, my coat, that I in you 

Right daintily began 
To take of life a jovial view — 

I was a well-dressed man. 

My laundress called, her pay required, 

X paid — my morning call ; 
Attired in thee, tin fiiirly tired, 

I danced at roi t n I ball; 
The ladies smiled, and, as I passed. 

The pleasing whis|>er nm, 
**Thars Mister Mil< i ^ rather faat, 

But such a well-dreiised man !" 
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Mjr tailor's bill was mnch behind, 

^ And T for hoard was bored. 
But still the landlady was kind, 

And still mein schn^der scored ; 
'* He feared to press, but could I pay?'* 

Twas thus the rogue began ; 
She ** really could not turn away 

80 sweetly dressed' a man.'* 

I drove abroad and drank my wine. 

Match-making motln i - -ought me. 
And many a maiden fair and fine 

Flushed red to think die'd caught me. 
With tongue and pen I played my part, 

To dazzle was my plan : 
None e'er could deem an acliing heart 

In andi a well-dressed man. 

But ah ! it is the utmost pound 

That kills the patient camel, 
And to my terror soon I found 

My debts I could not trammeL 
My tailor's tick" grew short, and quick 

A hundred (buis began ; 
One 8uit of clothes had saved all suits 

Against the well-dressed man. 

Tm beggared now, but youll allow 

It was a sad temptation 
Obscure to live, while clothes can give 

liespect and social station. 
It could not last, my folly's past, 

I've Iciinietl a w i-er plan- 
By hand and brain I'll be again 

A Opud for) well-dressed man. 



SPECIAL ORDERS, A., No. 1. 



IS 



Headquarters Department of the South, ) 
Hilton Head, &a, March SB, 1868. i 

With her charming looks 

And all hor graces, 
Miss Mary' Brooks, 
Whose lovely fiice is 
The sweetest thing we have seen down here 
On these desolate islands for more than a year, 
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Is herel^ ftpfN^ted an extra aid 

On the sr.itf of tlie general commanding, 
With a captain of cavalry's strap and grade, 
And with this most ddlnite undentandiiig^ 
That Captain Maiy, 
(lay and airy. 
At nine eiu h clay, until further orders, 

To Colonel Ilalpine shall report 
For qtecial duty at these headquarters; 
And Captain Mar/ 
(Blem thefiury!) 
Shan hold herself, upon nil occarions, 
Prepared to ride 
At the adjutant's side. 
And give him of flirting his ngaUa rations ; 
Ami r>he sha'n't vamoose 
With the younglings loose 
Of the jnnior staff, such as May and Skinner, ' 
T?ut, giilln|iiii^' Mi'omul, she sliall sing 
I^ike an everlasting laik on the wing; 
And «he shaVt keep the adjutant late fbr dinner. 

The chief quartermaster of department 
Will give Captain Mary a riding garment — 

A long, rich skirt of a comely Ime— 

Shot silk, with just a suspicion of blue — 

A gipsy hat, ^nth an ostrich feather, 

A veil to protect her against the weather, 

And delirate gaimtlets of ])ale huff leather ; 

Her saddle with silver shall all he studded, 

And her pony — a sorrel— it shall be blooded ; 

Its shoes shall he silver, it< hjidle all ringing 

W^ith bells that shall harmonii^c well with her singing; 

And thus Captain Mar}^, 

Gay, festive, and airy, 

Each morning shall ride 

At the adjutant's side, 
And hold herself ready, on all ht occasions^ 
To give him of flirting his full army rations. 

By command of 

MAJOR GEiiElitU, D. HUNTER. 
Ed. W. Smtth, Assist A^ General 

Ollicial copy : 

Chas. G. IIalpine, Lieut. Col. and Assist. A^jtOaienil Tenth 
* Army Coips and Dept of the South. 
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ROOSEVKLTIAXA." 

orK liOV IKJC. 

He angles in all sorts of ways 

For fish and lobby operators, 
Now hooking speckled trout he Stmys, 

Now spearing railroad corporators ; 
At times with worms he baits hi.s hook, 

Or troUs akng with whirling gudgeons, 
Then gives the wondorinfr world a look 

At Brennan, Rliiiit, and ^iicli curmudgeoiui. 

His rod liath ^lain full many a carp, 

His line hath jilayed fall many a salmon, 
And, though our aldermen are WMtrp, 

They can't bluff him with any ganunon. 
His art the scaly prey commands, 

His landing-net they enter gayly, 
And then, backed up by Mr. Sands, 

He hunts for |)oliticians scaly. 

• His specs are bright, his eyes are bine, 

He knows all kinds of flies and hackles, 
He knows the Hackley contract too, 

And each new scheme of ))lunder tackles'; 
To Boole a blight, and — bitterer yet — 

Hie iSnnmany folk would like to flay him ; 
All's fish that comes within his net, 

And when they're hooked he likes to play 'em. 

His barb hath stuck in Soutbeiu '■ drums,'* 
lie knows the pulling force of turbot, 

And each new civic fraud that comeS| 
It gives him jdcasure to disturb it; 

The ravenous pikes he doth pursue, 
Taking, when baked, on plates their measnrc ; 

Ami the still more r;!]i;irini]s crew 
Of cduncilnien have felt his i»ressure. 

He makes the deadly fox-fly swing 

On silken line in circles o'er us, 
Or sings — as only he can sin;^ — 

Leading the new vpfnniiiug chorusi 
Tlie triple brass of Blunt gives way 

Before his pen's two-handred-ponnder ; 
Then, rockinj; in some (pnct bay, 

He picks up cod, bass, bream, and fiounUer. 
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The portly and wliiti- chokored tlirong 

Opposed to Breooitu and such cattle, 
For once, we say, have not gone wrong 

In choosing him to figlit thefar baittle; 
All scaly ti>li with Imited bribes 

Ho oft huth struck with barbed inci;sions, 
And t)f all scaly, slimy tribes, 

The slimiest are the politicisDS. 



BIME OF YE 8EEDIE PBINTEERE MAN. 

It is Vi seedie printeere man, 
And he stopjieth one of three — 

' • By thy unshorn beard and levered eye, 
Now wherafbre stopp*8t thou me? 

For Jullien s band doth phy to-night. 
And I must hOMSe away ; 
The fiddles they are deftly tuned — 
Dost hear Ilerr Koenig play?" 

He holds him with his grimy hand — 

" More copy" he doth cry ; 
" Hold off! thou grizzly printeere men,** 

The victim makes rqpdy. ' 

He holds him with his fevered eye— 

"More copy! it must come; 
Mvprinteereb they are standing still" — 

The eUteere is dumb. 

• 

The editeere he sat him down, 

His tears they quickly ran. 
While thus spake in the seedie one. 
The red-eyed printeere man : 

"The papeercs must to-morrow out, 

To-morrow be on hand, 
And you are our chief editeere — . 

More o^y we demand. 

**Tlie Times comes out at early dawn. 

The Tribune follows soon. 
The Evening Post, and the I^xpress, 

Tlienr will be out by noon." 
The editeere let fidl a tear 

As he heard the loud bassoon. 
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Lo! Jullien to the dais moiint8~- 

A bearded wight is he ; 
With bttgle-Uow before him go 

The merrie minstrelij. 

Bat still the steadfast printeere mau 

" More copjv'"' cries aloud, 
And ye broken-hearted editeere 

Withdraws him fnm the crowd. 

''God save thee, wretdied editeere ! 

What ' devib' plague thee thus ?" 
lie ground an answer through his teeth—' 

It sounded like a cuss. 

Ail night that wretched editeere 

Beforo his desk did sit ; 
In tsitt for him had Mr. Brough 

A free admission writ. 

**More copy" still the " devils" cry — 
He can not choose but make it ; 

And when his weary task is done, 
He hids the devil" take it. 

Next morning, when the sheet appc^ired, 

The pnMic laiit^lied amain; 
Th^ httle thought the httle jokes 
Had cost such mickle pain. 

lie wrote like one that had* been dunned 
For copy, all forlorn ; 

A less harmonious Democrat 
lie rose the morrow morn. 



THE liHYMEli'S lUTUAL. 

Of uU the kinds of snobbish rhyme 
Tliat fail to please or tickle us, 
The worst and most ridiculous 
Is when young bards be-tickle us 

Whith "teare"they shed "in early time." 

The poet's task, when understood, 
Is not with pain to fettw ns, 
And (lulefully be-letter ns; 
It to touch and better ns 

With glintings of a gentler mood. 

S 
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What en ITS a steam-electric age 
For iiurratives lijFuuical? 
It niSbet loves to chronicle 

Some witty thing laconical, 
Flung lightly down upon the page. 

We all have priefs enough to spare 
Without a man inditing 'em, 
.And metrically writing 'am ; 

Tlie wiser plan is slighting 'em — 
A hearty laugh can conquer cure. 

A grain of Burns is worth a mint 
Of Byron's dolorosity ; 

Tom Hood's ininiense jocosity^ 
Beats Miltitn's ponderosity — 
Tnie wit has always wisdom in't. 

In youth each inex].»erienced fool 
Adores the hyperholical, 
TIic Sue-Dumas-Sand-Gaulical 
Creations melancholical — 

The writings of the " thrilling schocA.** 

'lis strange tliat w hile of real grief 
We all have such immensitiM, 
Men still should have propcnntlee 
For reading wild intensities 

Of agonies beyond belief. 

For me, I will not read the stufT 

• Of German tales — too deep a hit, 
That will not let me sleep a bit ; 
If e'er we want to weep a bit, 

Our lives are tragical enoai^ 

rd rather think the lines I penned 

M:ule niio hour pass more cheerily, 
More lightly and less wearily, 
Than know that readers drearily 
Went blubbering^ from end to end. 



MIKKIE, MY DOIX-WIFE. 

She is ftir as a peach, 

She is light as a fejither, 
And more tuneful her speech 
Than all song-birds together ; 
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Her fiu c is delicious, 

Bright, modest, and cleiir. 

And she fills all the wiijhes 
Of eye, hearty and ear. 

0*er her brow, in the wind, 

TJttle curls toss and clamber, 
While the thick hair behind 

Is of chestnut with amber; 
Her dark eyes are seen 

Ever kindling' <>r dimming. 
As a fiilcon's now keen, 

Now in tenderness swimming: 

Then her lips — ah ! mon Dieu ! 

Curbing, crimson, and scented^ 
As if made with a ^-iew 

But to drive us demented. 
Little chin, rosy cheek, 

Each hath got its own dimple, 
And her whole features speak 

A soul arch and yet simple. 

How slender her throat. 
And how wlute beyond telling i 

Wliile her bust you may note 
Into womanhood swelling — 

Like a bud, newly graced 
As the son-rays unfold it; 

Wliilo so small is her w.tist. 

In >|i:inned hands yuii may hold iL 

In her little doll's boot—' 

At least sodi is my notion— 
Hw snperb Arab foot 

Seems a poem of motion ; 
Like a deer in her pace, 
And in beanl^ aboanding, 

Every motion a grace. 

As if music were sounding. 

My little doll-wife. 

Had we.two come together 
When the year of my life 

Wns ill enrly spring weather. 
Not a doU-wife wert thou, 

Btit a wifis warm and glowing. 
To whose young heart, even fiow. 

My soul's curjents are flowing. 
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To a little doir> cot, 

Set in flowers, 1 would sue you— 
Ev«i the sunlight shonlil.not 

Too unguardedly woo you ; 
There, with ribbons and toys, 

looses, jewels, and dunces, 
I would ask for no joys 

Bat to bask in your glances. 

So. when wcjiry niy life — 

Heart and bruin, ear and vision — 
Of the long, paltry strife 

Wliioh we think is ambition, 
In my little doll's cot 

And her anns I might hide me, 
AikI, while brightening her lot, 

Find the peace else denied me. 



TO THE CHIEF JUSTICE: FROM SOLES O'REILLY.'" 
" Imsedtaans per Ignesy sapposltos dneri doleeo.** 

Guardian of liberty and right, 

Of law and just ji c in the land, 
Hold the scales tirni with even hand ; 
For thou must either greatly stand. 
Calm as a Fate, with pnrpose grand, 
Or sink beyond nil rc.-u h of light. 

Powii to the deep fouiidation-stonea 
On wiiich our country's pillars rest. 
Propping the roof once brightly pressed 

l>v stars— beneath w1ii( h many a guest 
C ame in to share the banquet blessed 
Of liberty— our temple groans. 

lirouns in this earthquake's helpless loss 

(The war was nothing, and is past) ; 

But the teni|)le prfwins with tremors ^'OStt 

^Seeing the sacred things, amassed 

By our great fiuhers, rudely CMt 
Down to ti^e dust as worthless dross. 

'Tis thine to bid the storm be o'er — 
A right almost too great for speech— 
'Tis thine the sacred vessels each 
To lift again ; 'tis thine to teach 
Lcssoits of love that yet may reach 

And knit all sections ^ of yore. 
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High towering o*er the vulgar train, 
By rage and greed of gain debased. 

Thy line>^ in loftier jdanes are placed ; 
And witli ihy lieaii to justice braced,. 
Faction may all her thunders waste 
Against thy calm decrees in vain. 

It is no common thin;; to sit, • 
Clothed as tliuu art with power so great, 
Balancing points of snbtlest wdght 

Between the ruler of a state 
And a cabal's unscrnpling hate : 
Thy place in history here is writ. 

1 know thee well : thy life's proud lot, 
A stniggle vehement and long, 
With soundp<t heart and judgment strong, 
Against whate'er to thee seemed wrong : 
Now raised by virtne o*flr tbe throng, 

niy record mnst receive no blo^ 

Hold the scales even; firmly stand 

In thy great office, guarding law ; 

Round thee tiiy nacred ermine draw ; 
' Pludt Justice iVom Hate's ravening maw ; 

And, grandest sight the world e'er saw, 
l^t one man's hrm soul save the land. 



TO 1ENT0N.»« 

AM BABSiaST OBT Am FBATIB Ktt OVB SM0AII«BBn> TAX LKVT. 

That bill, O Fenton! spare; 
IvCt not thv veto flv : 

The child of many a prayer- 
Say, would'st thou have ft die? 

Brittle and briglit as glass, 

. It is both ' ' rich and rare 

But, Fenton, let it pass— 
Thy veto pray ibrbepr. 

For months, when short of cash. 

We've dreamed about this bill, 
Hoping — perhaps 'twas rash — 

That it oar fobs would fill. 
WImh tailors pressed us hard. 

Or we for board were bor^ 
WedidaUlbarsdiscaid— 

This bill wotdd swell our hoard. 
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But now, in ghastly fear, 

We hear dark rumors fly- 
Forgive this foolish tear, 

But let that bill go by. 
Ten thousand liumblc men 

Depend on it for breiul, 
And shoi^d it foil — oh ! then 

Their woes be on thy head. 

The nabobs of tiie League, 

Their purses dense with gold. 
Weave round thee an intrigue 

That levy to withhold ; 
But think,'ere flies the dart 

Making t!iat bill a corse, 
How shrill througli nmny a heart 

Hie barb its way will force. 

Grant that there are some ** steak* — 

Somo«"big steals," if you will— 
Which Greeley's pen reveals 

In this unhappy bill ; 
Yet think of nil the poor, 

fiijKiid-for, honest toil, 
And wliut they must enduMi, 

Ifyon this biU shall foil 

Let thy assent be giren — 

Sign, sign thy potent name, 
^ And to the gates of heaven 

Our tongues shall waft thy fume. 
Sign that financial bill, 
No sin^lt; item touch, 
And, by thy bounteous will. 
Save OS fiom Famine^s dutch. 
fSet stamp,) Given this 1st day of Mav, 18^8. fi oni our royal seat 
\ canceled. / on the chains in the Citv Hall J^ark, 

MILES O'REILLY, 
Special Pleader and Spokesman fox the great Unpaid 
of our Ci^ Govemmfisit 



WEBSTEB. 

Gone ! and the world may never hear again 
The grand old mosic of thy wondrous speech. 

Striking £eu: deeper dian the mind can reach 
Into the hearts and purposes of men.. 



J 
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Gone! and the helm that in thy Romaii hand 

Drove the stout vessel through the blinding stonu, 

Scarce to a feebler guidance will conform 
When waves beat high, iud ropes break strand by strand. 

Qone ! we are like old men whose infant eyes 

F^uniliar grew with some vast pyramid ; 
Even as we gaze, earth yawns, and it it hid — 

A long, wide desert mocks the empty skies. 



NOT A STAB FBOM THE FLAG SHALL FADE. 

Oeh ! a rare onld flag was the flag we bwet 

"ISvas a bully ould flag, an' nice ; 
It had sthripes in plenty, an' shtars galore — 

'Twas 1h€( broth of a'purty device. 
Fuz, we carried it South, an' we carried it fiir, 

An* around it our bivouacs made ; 
An' we swore by the shamrock that never a shtar 

From its asare fidd should fade. 

Ay, this was the oath, I tell you thrue. 

That was sworn in the sowls of our Boys in Blue. 

The fight it grows thick, an' our boys they fall, 

An' the shells like a banshee scream ; 
An* lAie'flag — ^it is torn by many a ball, 

But to yield it we never dhream". 
Though pierced by bullets, yet still it bears 

AU the shtars in its tattho^ field, 
An' again the brigade, like to one man swears, 

**Not a shtar from the flag we jield!" 

TVas the deep, hot oath, I tell you thrue, 
That lay dose to the hearts of oar Boys in Blue. 

Share, the fight it was woni afther many a year, 

But two thirds of the boys who bore 
That flag from their wives and sweethearts dear 

Returned to their homes no more. 
They died by the bullet — disease had power, 

An' to death thcv were rudely tossed ; 
But the thought came warm in their dying hour, 
Not a shtar firom the flag is lost T* 

Then they Siiid their pathers and aves through, 
An', like Irishmen, died— did our Boys in Blue. 
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But now they tell us some shtan are gone. 

Torn out by the rebel gale ; 
That the shtars we fought for, the states we won, 

Are still out of the Union's pale. 
May their sowls in the dioul's hnt kitchen ^OW 

Who slug such a Ijt'in' shtrain ; ' 
By the dead In their graves, it shall not be so — 
They shall have what they died to gain ! 

All the shtars in our fljig shull still pliine throngh 
The grass growing i^oft o'er our Dead in Blue! 



FEMININE ARITHMETIC. 

LAURA. 

On me lio shall ne'er put a ring, 

•So, mamma, 'tis in vaiu to take trouble, 

For I was but eighteen in spring. 
While hiB age exactly is donlile. 

MAMMA* 

He is but in his thirt\ --ixth yenr. 

Tall, handsome, good-natured, rich, witty. 
And shonld yon refnse him, my dear. 

May yon die an old maid withmit fnty. 

LAimA. 

His figure, T grant ymi. will j»fiss, 

And at present he s young enougli plenty ; 
Bnft, ithea I am sixty, alas ! 

Will not he be a hundred and twenty t 



LA SUISSKSSE AU BORD Dl' LAC. 

The tlowers have breathed their sweetest perfumes l»ere. 

And night approaches us with noiseless feet ; 
The lake is spariding, and tlie air is clear— 
The peace of eyening shadows onr retreat. 

(^h, dearest home — oh, ha])py, happy lot- 
Sweet home, in onr hearts tbou ahalt nerer be forgot 

Come, my companions, let us dance and sing— - 

A lovely evening crown-; the i,'l(»rious day- 
Come, let us make the mountain echoes ring 

With songs of joy uid many a tender lay. 

Oh, dearest homiB — oh, happy, ha]>py lot — 

Sweet home, in our hearts thou shalt never be forgot 
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By the moon shimmering through the silent woods, 

I know my love will not bo absent loiipj ; 
Hark ! from across the bright luke*s silent Hoods 
I bear his voice re-echo back my song. 
' Oh, dearest home — oh, happy, happy lot — 

Sweet home, in our hearts thou shalt never be forgot. 

ADIEU TO THE PRINCESS PircOLOMINI. 

Oil AN ACTION AGAINST THE PRlNOESa PICCoLOM INI FOB UEB BOABU BILL. 

The wonderful Princess Piccolomini 
Ought to have paid fxsc her hog and hominy ; 
Ought to ha\ e paid for her beer and brandy, ■ 

Mutton, and beef, and moln«:ses candy; 
Kitlier herself should have jjaid for her victuals 
(This shirking your board bill mnch belittles), 
C)r the dandy snobs \\\v:, lier favor prayed for — 
These should have seen that her grub was paid for. 

Ye«, the enchanting Piccolomini 
^Sllouid iuwe slielled out for her hog and hominy, 
And never compelled Mr, Hawley Clapp 
To pull and haul up the fishy chap, 
Who was seised on a writ ad satis cap," 
Though 'tis certain that he never owed a rap- 
Nary a red for the hog and hcjniiny 
Munched and crunched by the Piccolomini ; 
Nary a cent for the beer and brandy. 
Oysters, and eggs, and molasses candy, 
Puddnigs, and pies, and lobster salads, 

• Gorged by our fat little (juoen of ballads! 

Large in her feet was the ricci lomini, 

Fat were her feet, and her Iiok >*nd hominy; 

• Waddling around with a lazy looseness, 
Lavishing smiles with a rank profuseness, 
I>oing snobs out of gigs and ponies, 
Qoiidng them next to her bosom cronies — 
A very dear lady was Piccolomini, 

And dear to Clapp was her hog and hominy ; 

Dear to the pubne her dnbioas singing. 

And dear were the bouquets her friends kept flinging. 

She looked like a dropsical female Jew sick, 

.\nd scaly, indeed, was her scale of music. 

One victim still wanders around the Academy, 

Sighing, ' ' Alas i all the gifts she had of me. " 



t 
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IN PLEASANT HOUB& 

In pleasant hoars, the merriest toy 

That e'er made time roU — 
A li^^ng, animated joy, 

That flitted round as brigbtljr ; 
We thonght rrnt oourage lay beneath 

Those lips of pouting coral — 
We little gnesBed that beanos wreath 

Bat hid the heroine^B laareL 

Yet, in the hoar of peril tried, 

. The gentle heart grew fearles? ; 
Her ey^s still beamed with hope and pride 
When an looked dark and dieerleSB. 

Then loudly let her praises ring, 
And may her name be lepion, 

Who soared on love's untaltering wing 
niroai^ sorrow's darioest region. 



PAREPA B08A. 

A)» smie BT nDfti aomr & sbast— wna rmma amor! 

Air: ** 3%« Qnpm ttfMamtgJ' 

Och I of ;ong a fountain. 
An' of charms a mountain. 
There's no prima-donna 
Can wid her onnpore ; 
For she is the sweetest, 
-iVn the most completest, 
From her golden girdle 

To her nut-brown hair, 
bhe s the gorgeous sposa 
Of the Signer Rosa, 
An* she does ontvalue him 
By a hundred pounds. 
Sure her smile is gracious, 
An' her bust is spacions, 
Like a milk-white reservoir 
[A n\ tiiroth I that's what it is, the darlint— an' may God bless her 
an' it for the same! An' may he look down upon her, an' be good 
to herl] 

Of all silvery sounds. 
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Hear hex voice a miniite! 

Like a lark or linnet, 
Uow the warble bubbles up 
From her purtv throat ; 
An* now hear it fallia , 
Like an echo callin', 
Flickerin' gently downward 
From some hills remote. 
Then aK^in it rises, 
An' wid joy surprises. 
For her love an' raptare 
Find in song relief; 
An' it now sinks lowly 
Into prayer most holy, 
Or now swells in rondeaux 
[Though I (lon t meself rightly know, upon me conacience! wliat sort 
ut a thing a rondeau" is, whin it s at home] 

Of melodious griet 

When I tliink o' dyin', 
An' nie sperit fly in' 
To that high ( Olympus 

Where good gossoons go — 
• Where, their harps a-holdin', 
An* wid cymbals golden, 
All the proud immortals 
Into music flow — 
Och I the future taskin', 
It is then I'm u^kiu', 
** Shall we hear l^arepa 
In that shinin* throng?" 
For if licr sweet singin' 
Through all heaven's not ringin', 
EarSi can whip the Nine Mnses 
["Ay, faix I an' a dozen or two of them little cherubims and seraphims 
who "continually do cri'." as ptwjr Father Molcahy — God rest himi 
— tould me long ago at Sunday-school] 

In the line o' song. 

Fhilbaniuniie JOf^blt, Aesdemy of Made . 



THE BROKEN HEART. 

noM ma vbbikul 

Her hesrt was broken ; day by day 
8he wasted silently away. 
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And t)*er her large dark eyes there giw 
A film of leaden-culored hue ; 
Iter step was languid, slow, and weak, 
A hectic fever Aushed her cheek, 
Seldom and little did she speak. 

And he to whom her faith was vowed, 
Her husband — by the world allowed 
A kind, good-natared, easy man — 
O'er all his present conduct run 
To see if he had given her aught 
To catise this apathy of thought, 
This tearfiil siwiice, mmm ftwai^t. 

At kngth she spake one dc>vy morn : 
*' Adolphe, you wonder why foriom 
I pensive sit from day to day. 
And pine in solitude away ; 

Dear husband, I will tell thee all : 
My neighbor, Madame D'Argental, 
Has got — 1 have not — a new shawl. " 



NEW YOKK IN A 8N0W-C0AT. 

In Gotham, though no more it rained, 
^ Full ankle deep we slash remained. 
Till all aoi pants, with mud engrained, 
Flapped round our insteps heavfly. 

But Gotham saw another sight 
When the snow fell at dead of night, 
EnroUng noiselessly in white 
TIm squalor of her scenery. 

For soon the wind l)egan to blow, 
Aiul drifting fell tlie virgin snow. 
Till, white us Greeley's coat, the row 
Of streets divei^jing nuudly. 

By dextrons hiadcs and grooms arrayed, 

Was harnessed every equine jade, 
Wluie bells a merry music nuide, 
And dedges slipped on riugingly. 

Then wheels rolled off from every l>a8. 
Then rose to heaven the cry and **en88," 

While Bowery boys enjnyed the mosS 
In Broadway raging tearfully. 
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Then shook the street with sledge* riven, 
Then rushed the eight in tandem driven, 
While faster than the bolts of heavoi 
Flashed the snow-ball ardllerj. 

Full many s bonnet, pink and Une, 

Full in;iiiy II nose of ditto hue, 
Changed color fis the missiles flew 
And hit them— oh! bo stingingly. 

Bat pleasure dies when keenest felt, 
And snow, when most enjoyed, will melt, 
And they wlio rido, and they who pelt, 
lienealh the drift lie peacefully. 



THE TUHQUOIS BROOCH. 

They tell us of a precious stone 
Which changes with the wearer. 

And, moved by sympathy alone, 
Grows lustreless or fairer ; 

Thus, if the loved one's bosom grieve. 
Its azure glory flies, 

Bnt if to joy that bosom heave, 
'Tis bright as summer skies.- 

iSo, Mary, is my soul to thee, 
By thee illamed or saddened, 

O'ercast if thou look*8t moodily, 
And bright if thou art gladdened ; 

Thou, like the tnrquois to my pain, 
Unlike to mv unrest, 

For, Mary, thou hast never taen 
My spirit to thy breast. 



A PALPABLE PARODY. 

Tis the last golden dollar, 

Left shining aloAe ; 
. All it- brilliant companions 

Are squandered and gone. 
No coin of its mintage 

Reflects back its hue. 
They went in mint-juleps. 

And this will go too. 
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I'll not krep thee, thou lone OIM^ 

Too long in suspense ; 
Thy bretltreti wave melted, 

And melt thou to pence. 
I ask for no quarter, 

1 11 spend and not spare, 
Till my poor empty pocket 

Lie centless and Mre. 

So soon may* I follow 
When friendships decay, 

And from beggary's last dollar 
The liiincs drop away. 

When the Mjiine I;i\v has passed. 
And the groggeries sink, 

What nse would be doUara 

■ With nothiog to drink? 



THINE EYES OF BLUE. 
nMMc ram wamca. 

Thine eyes of blue, the heaven's oven hoe, 
Th^ soft eyes thrill my fevereil i)nlse ; 

The hght that lies within ^hine eyes 
Hath blinded me to all things else. 

Love at a single word may l>la()m. 
The quidc neart lilossoming fair and free; 

One f^lniico may gild the t"utiiro'< frlnnni, 
And now thy bright eyes shine on me. 
Thine eyes of bine, etc. 



And canst thou ask me why my cheek, 
Where tium ait not, grows pale and wan ? 

Why sadness that T cnn not speak 
Snirounds my path when thou art gone <' 
Thine eyes of bine, etc. 

And, farther, canst thou wish to know 

What change comesVer me when we meet, 
i\nd why my pallid brow will p;lo\v. 
And why my quivering pidses beat ? 

Thine eyes of bine, tiie heaven's own hue, 

Thy soft eyes thrill my fevered pulse ; 
The tire that lies within thine eyes 
Hath blinded me to nil things else. 
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80ME WISDOM IN DOGGEREL. 

We know not why nor how it is, 
Yet find it every homr, 

Twixt Fortune ami her sister Mis 

There's most unequal power. 
How quickly in our noon of piide 

May clouds obscure the sun ; 
How rai)iilly we lling aside 

The wealth so luirdly won, 

'Tis 80 where'er we turn our foot, 
And sad it is to write it ; 

A whole long summer plumps the fruit, 

An hour of frost can blight it. 
What are Dame Fortune's thousand smiles 

Against Miss Fortune's frown ? 
The ship has sailed a thousand mile**- 

One shook — she settles down. • 

'TIS so in love, 'tis so in fame, 
InaU we price on eaiUi ; 

The priceless jewel of a name 

Untarnished from our birth, 
One moment's folly, passion, haste — 

The name is ruihed — gone I 
So ea?;y 'tis — so (iui< k we waste 

The wealth so hardly won. 

Even love — the sweetest flower that stineil 

In all life's gloomy vale. 
An angry breath, a hasty wcod— 

Tt sickens in the gale. 
O Life 1 to Death lliy hour-glass toss, 

Let an its sands outrun ; 
Wi' can not daily bear the loss 

Of joys so dearly won. 



CHANT OF THE NO-I<L\Mr. 

To Iti: I.KAKNEK HY AI.I. APMIRFH8 OF THE JAPAMESli PIUNOIS. 

To pronounce the name of a Japanese, 
Give a cough and hiccough, a grunt and sneeze. 
Then finish the whole with a whistle, and. l lnnie me! 
if that ain't the name of some grand No-Kami. 
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They are clad in pettit (nits matie of silk, 



Their money goes down to the tenth of a cent, 
And they carry two swords — one straight, oue bent. 

Nnmon Amida they call their God, 
And thev enter his churche* with feet unshod; 
But their God of Wealth is called Dai Gak, 
And bis altan never foil wonhipen lack. 

At Nagasaki flieir foreign trado 
With I)ut(hnien and Chinamen long was made; 
Camphor, and cotfee, and porcelain rare, 
And trays of their much-vaonted lacqoer-ware. 

( 'opper, and wax, and rice they sell ; 

In heavy silk goods they bear the bell ; 

And whenever they chance to fall into disgrace, 

'Ilien they rip themsdves open before your fiice. 

For this they carry the second sword ; 

And whene'er they're in debt, or deftMdt, or bored. 

Or get a toothache, or make a slip, 

They open their bowels, and let things rip. 

•So honor the Japanese night and day^ 
With congenial blacking-pots strew their way. 
And if to admire them yon fail, don't blame mc^ 
lor this is the song uf a Jap No-Kami. 



THE BACCHANTES. 

Say, art thon sad? onr golden cup 
With precious balm is laden ; 

A world of joy in every drop 
For man, and, eke, for maiden. 

Its scent outvies the msj ties 
That in onr tressos cluster : 

The light that lies within our eyes 
Grows pale beside its lustre. * 

Onr zones tnigirt, our pulros warm. 

Our thonglits at random roaming, 
Wilt thou refuse the fragrant cham. 

Wilt thou refuse it foaming? 
Its scent outvies the rosy ties 

That in onr tresses cluster ; 
The light that lies within our eyes 

Grows pale beside its lustre. 
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INDIFFERENCE.** 

Tlirough daya, and nights, and weary yean 
I stniggle on, through hopes aiul ft'ars, 
If hopes" are called those spectres gaunt 
l^ft, bk« boe-lanterns, flare and flaunt 
Before the way-worn trav'ler's fiicet 
Yet vanish as he uears. 

And for her sake, whose litrbtost breath 
Could give me strength to cope with death, 
And overcome where now I die— 
Whose fjice downlooketh like the sky, 
While trembling I await her grace. 
Yet not a word she saith. 

She knows the purjioses I frame. 
And sees them fail me, aim by aim — 
She sees wild passlona tear my hearty 
While foes and snares aronTid me start, 
Y^et her sweet breath, that might me save, 
Bnt serves to fan the flame. 

She sees me captured by their wiles, 
And tortnred till my soni reviles 
The God who mmlo me — sees me wliPii 
The demons drag me down ; aud then. 
While in tlidr toils I writhe and rave, 
Looks calmly on— and smiles. 



ADIEU. 

Oh, heed him not. if rhymer prate 
Of parted love and endless woe ; 
True love would scorn to babUe 80, 
And grief is inarticulate. 

Or with a hoai'sc aud broken flow 
It rushes, mnrmuring, to its Ihte— 
That ocean wliidi, or soon or late, 
Receives the wreck of all we know, 
Or be it lo^'e, or he it hate. 
Oh, heed him not. The spirit Itowed 
With grief sincere was ne*er so loud. 



0 
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But if to say in simple praiae 

That 1 will ne'er forget you, friends. 
Though at the earth's remotest ends 

I pass my long nnsolaced days ; 

That, when tlio cvniiing shade descendSy 

And high and bright the fagots blaze, 

My faithful heart your forms shall raise, 
While memory the curtain rends 

That Time would drop o'er earlier dsys^ 

If tliis content you, 'tis sincere. 

Though Toached by ndther oath nor tear. 



ONK DEAD SUKI-: THING.-' 
Air: " Tht Groven of Blarney." 

It is John B. Ilaskin 

Will hereafler bask in 
The smiley of Johnsing. w ho is named An-drew J 

¥or 'twas John B. liaskia 

Did succeed the task in 
Ofthe**Ninth Resolution" putting sqiuurely through. 

And whatever you ask in 

The name of Haskin — 
Be it place in the Customs, or w li u dse he begs — 

There's no nceci nf Tii;i>kin' - j 

That ; if axed by iiaskin, 
YonH be anre to get it— jnat as sore aseiss! 



MOTTO OF THE MASS.« 

I've seen enough of life, although 
Not yet beyond my prime ; 

With men of all sorts, high and Uwr, 

I've mingled in my time. 
When but a boy it came to pass 

That, thrown upon the town, 
I found the motto of the mass 

Was, "Kick him when he's down," 

And every year since then hath given 
Fresh proofe of ibis decree, 

But, whether made in hell or beaten, 
llie doctors disagree. 
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I only know the fiust is so, 

And — smile at it or frown — 
The art of life seems in the strife 
To kidc whoerer's down. 

Young Leon in his twentieth year 

Had friends, God wot I a hetip ; 
Their friendship may have been sincere'-^ 

It surely was not cheap ; 
He came of age, spent all he had, 

And, watulering through the town, 
Neglected, hungry, weU-nigh mad, 

Was kicked when he was down. 

Vkm Edith, too, the loveliest girl 

That ever charmed our sight, 
Of hcauty's crown the fairest peari, 

And good as she was bright- 
Alas ! she fell ; let scandal tdl 

The tale to all the town ; 
Aloud proclaim a sister's shame. 

And kick her when she's down. 

With high and low, but chiefly so 

Among the vulgar great, 
This motto rules, and all are fools 

Who dare its truth debate. 
Oh, brothers! Earth were paradise, 

And heaven withont a frown, 
Could we uproot such social lies 

As Kidc liim when Ws down.** 



TIME." 

Time roH'' away, and hears along 
A mingled mass of right and wrong; 
The flowers of love, ^at bloomed b«nde 

The mnr^'in of his siunmcM- tide ; 

The weeds of passion, drenched and torn 

From dripping banks, and headlong borne 

Into rliat niihoi izoiied sea 
Which mortals call eternity. 

Il^oiseless and rapid as a dream 
Forever Hows tlie widening sti'eum, 
While ereiy wave or transient hoar 
Heaves np a weed and takes a flower. 
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The Isle of Life, that seemed to be 
A continent infinity, 
Grows bleaker, narrower, day by day, 
And channeled by « selter spray. 

Like shipwrecked men, who closelier flock ' 

To the bare summit of the rock 

When the loud storm that wrecked them flings 

Some foftier biUow fhnn his wings,. 

We climb from youth's A\ aYe-rii)i»led strand. 

With heavier heart and feebler hand, 

Up the gray roek of age, whose jHjak 

Time's hnngiy billows, moonting, seek. 

Tim, from the baircn top, es|yy 

A girth of tears — an ashen sky ; 

Bowed heads, cold hearts, and palsied feet 

To Age's pinnacle retreat, 

Wliile the dull tide that swells below 

Pursues them with a sullen flow — 

The rock is hid, ihe waves heat high, 

And, lo! an Ocean and a Sl^. 



FIERY ELOQUENCE." 
Tiir. picTCKK or onk;. \\ e know. 

His mind throws out its own discourse. 
Not cheeked nor lielped by role or fonn ; 

He titters by instinctive force 
An eloquence deep, terse, and warm ; . 

He is not fiincifiil, nor strains 
For word.s or thoughts beyond his reach — 

A molten fury of the vein? 

Glows tluougli his lens of crystal speech. 

He grasps and crushes into mould 
Whate'er am serve his headlong need, 

The weapon may be brass or gold, 
But it must make the victim bleed. 

Imagination's powers of flight 

Are harnessed to his glowing wheel — 

Sunward or hellward. wrong or right. 
He will not think— he can but fecL 

He Uves in pain, in fierce desire, • / 

Or vain regret for perished joy ; 

His aspirations have the fire 
Which tortures, but will not destroy ; 
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He is Fromethens ehained again 

Amid the elemental strife— 
The scourges and the crowns of men 
Are emblemed in his iitful life. 

His joys are full Inxnriant flowers, 

Thoiigli nurtured on a monldering root, 
Though watered by the bitterest showerSi 

And bearing a must bitter fruit. 
Keen shafts of sarcasm now he hurls, 

Now pathos trembles in his tone, 
And, in his passionate tide, he w^hirls 

AU flonls that hear him with his oiwn. 

FAUGH AK BEA1XACH.» 

?ovu OF TBM nun ^raiiMh 
Where glory's beams are seen, boys. 

To cheer the way, to cheer the way, 
We bear the emoald green, boys, 

And clear the way, and clear the way. 
Where life-blood torrents gush, boys, 

In battle fray, in battle fray. 
The l><)ld brigade-men rush, boys, 

Aiul clear the way, and clear the way. 

That home where valor first, boys,- 

In all her charms, in all her channs, - 
Roused np the souls she nursed, boys, 

AtuI called to arms, antl called toanufr— 
That home was surely worth, boys, 

The years weVe known, the years we've known, 
Since treachery drove us forth, boys, 

To fight alone, to fight alone. 

Oh who, while memory's given, boys. 

That hour forgets, tliat hour forgets, 
Tls like the sun in heaven, boys, 

That never sets, that never sets; 
When England's legions, dying, 

Oh day of joy, oh day of joy, 
Before onr flag were flying 

At Fontenov, at Fontenoy. 

Aftd what is Sarsfield's meed, boys, 

Whose conquering smile, whose conquering smile, 
Inspired each martial deed, boys. 

To right our isle, to light onr isle? 
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Hia memory still is bright'ning 

From day to day, from day to day, 

As when his sword of lightuing 
Led on the fraj, led on die fray. 

Then here's to Sarafleld's glory— 

A Immpcr round, a buini)er round — 
And mav his deathless storv 

For aye be found, for aye be found 
A star Our < untiy's tomb in — 

A star of light, a star of light, 
Whose radiance may illumine 

Her final light, her final light. 



IfATBIMOKIAL COMFLACENCT.'* 

^nce Qnice and I were double, 

I'd have the world to know, 
We've been a goodish couple. 

As goodish couples go ; 
To no eestatie paanon 

Our present bonrts respond. 
But you kuow 'tis out of fashion 

For couples to be fond. 

I thought her once angelic— 

A fairy she did seem — 
There is not now a relic 

Of that diviner dream ; 
Her dress is more than costly, 

Her taste in music fine, 
She eats — and it is vastly, 

As other people dine. 

Nor am I now her hero — 
The worshiped one alone; 

A matrimonial Nero 

She seems to think me grown ; 
A bmte, should I refuse her 

That dear, sweet Cashmere shawl ; 

Worse than a brute I use her 
If kept in town the fall. 

« 

Cigars are her abhorrence. 

She hates the sight of winej 
And no presumption warrants 

A Mend brought home to dine ; 
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bhe won't l)elieve 'tis business 
'iliat keeps me lute at night, 

And on the slightest dizziness 
I an condonui6d as tight.** 

Bnt still, despite this trouble, 

These little puffs of woe, 
We make a goodish couple, 

As goodish cooples go ; 
To no ecstatic passion 

Our present hearts respond, 
But you knovr 'tis out of fiuhion 

Eor conples to be fond. 



"OH, YOUNG GEOBDIE SANBEBS.** 



Oh, young (Jcordie Sanders came over the sea, 
And of all the good consuls the goodest is he ; 
And, save his credentials, he letters had none — 
He sailed on a sudden, and sailed all alone; 
So faithful to truth and his country' was he. 
No " harder" American e'er c rossed the sea. 

He staid not to see would the iSenate conform, 

Bnt crossed the Atlantic through shine and through storm ; 

And when the new consul at London arrived. 

He showed his credentials, and then was received; 

For never before did America send 

A consnl unwonJiy the name of a fiifflod. 

So boldlv he entered upon his new place, 

That thniiirbt that our Senate would never disgrace 

Its fame and traditions by raising its voice 

Against our executive's mvorite chcnce ; 

But when in the Senate his name was received. 

The Cabinet party arose and upheaved. 

But Sanders, we know, is an excellent "Hard," 
And the Cabinet ''Softs ' did him therefore discard ; 
And, when he was named, all the Senate arose 
Like II parcel of Turks at the sight of their foes. 
" There are Soft Shells in Grotham, done utterly brawn. 
Who wonld gladly be consul to fiuned Lcndon town.*' 

The Cabinet issued its orders to vote, 

And the Senate reluctantly opened its throat; 

It took down the ]iill. and it threw up its eyes. 
And * - No" to the name of Greorge banders replies, 
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Though the Democrats whispered, "The slaves ofFieeaoil 
Have resolved to take e'en this last. bit of spoil." 

But Marcy and Cashing, 'twas they pulled the wires, 
And 'tis Marcy, we know, that the Senate inspires ; 
For he hates even more than he hutes me. the bard, 
The welfare or name of a national Hard ; " 
And 80 they refused — though the vote was absurd — 
While the poor cravea Cabinet said nofc a word. 

There was reveling that night 'mid the Cabinet clan- 
Davis, Cashing, and Marcy concocted the plan — 
There were oyrters for all. mul ( 'liainpagne for the crowd 
\\ ho the name of the consular " Hard" disallowed} 
So hiclcless was Sanders sent Ofver the seat 
Hanre yon e'or heard of Ojonsnl was treated as he? 



A TlStTABLB IRII^ WDamf « THX COMlVILIiATiOlf OV 0*aTAir, WlTOaAlf f&Y • 



jUn» FAISBLY BPKLUD OWWi 

O'Ryan was a man of might 

Whin Ireland was a nation, 
But poachin' was his henrt 's delight 

And constant occupation. 
He had an oold militia gun. 

And .'^artin .«nrc his aim was; 
Ue gave the keepers many a run, 

And wouldn't mind the game laws. 

St. Pathri(-k wanst was passin' by 

O'Ryan's little houldin', 
And, as the saint felt wnke and dljiy, 

Ue thought he'd enther bould in. 
"CRyanj'^says the saint, "avick! 

To praich at Thnrlcs I'm goin*, 
So let me have a rasher (piick, 

And a dhrop of Innishowen." 



"No rasher will I cook for you 
While betther is to spare, sir, 

But liere's a jug of muimtaiii dew. 
And there's a rattlin' hare, sir." 

St. Pathrick he looked mighty sweet. 
And says he, "Good lock attind you, 

And, when you're in your windin' sheeti 
It's up to heaven I'll sind you." 



ntlSU ASTKOliOMY.''' 
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O^Ryan gave his pipe a wbiff — 

''Them tiilin'- i- thr;m<]iortin*, 
But may I ax juur tiaiiit.ship if 

There's any kind of sportin'r* 
St. Path rick sniiU " A I.ioTi's there, 

Two Bears, a Bull, and Cancer" — 
**Bedad," says Mick, **the hantiii*! tire; 

St. Pi^lirid^ rm your man, sir.** 

So, to conclude my MQg aright, 

For feiir I'd tire your patience, 
Youll see O'Kyau any night 

Amid the consldlatiofis. 
And Venus follows in his track 

Till Mars grows jealous raally, 
But, faith, be fears ^e Irish knack 

Of handUng the shillal^. 



Dear friend and honored, though thy words be rough, 
I take them kindly, for I know them true ; 
And that thy heart, an icicle to view, 
, Is warm, and made of penetrable staff. 

Little, perchance, had the world cause to cliiile, 
Had I, emerging from youth's glitteriug gate 
Into Ae riotons strength of man's estate, 

Found Budi a friend to cheer me and to guide. 

"Tis easy to condemn, and hard to spare ; 

And MtHid is hot, and pleasures will allure; 

And cloaked hypocrisy would fain insure 
Its own good name bj branding those who err. 

I have my sins as tliick as April showers — 

Some virtues also, if I know my heart ; 
And something tells me that my latter part 
Of life may choke the weeds and fted the flowers. 

I Uave been grateful for whatever good 
Was strewn akmg my ])ath—ttot overmuch ! 

T never yet with acrimonions touch 
Probed the diseases of anotlifr's blood. 

My hand was free while it liad aught to give ; 

I ne'er oppressed when chance conferred the power ; 

And I have struggled many a prayerful hour 
A worthier and more useful life to live. 
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If \s mng were offered mc, I never stopped 
To curse my foe, to grumble, or to writhe, 
Although beneath misfortuue'b gliitering scythe 

My dflarest hopes, like crimsoii poppies, dropped. 

StQl 8trugglii]g on to a diviner goal, 
'Though gored by thonis and tumUing Into quags. 

Nor ever hesitates, nor ever flags 
The fixed resolve that centres iu my soul ; 

For life is but a struggle of weak will 
With intellectual purpose, and the rod 
Which chastens fttide is in the hands of God, 

Who does not always smite nor wholly UlL 

From the hi|^ hope which filled my boyish heart 

Ne'er have my eyeybeen lured, nor have I lost 
Faith in the future, and, though tempest-toss'd 
I still steer firmly by the early chart. 

•Should that be right, my voyage prospers well ; 
Should that be wrong, I perish, and no more— 
Another wreck upon a thankless shore; 

BtU of the issue let the future telL ■ 



WEABIB PEN. 

I weary of my pen, 

And write not of mine own accord ; 
It was my r^lnve, and I was happy th^ ; 

'TIS now my lord. 

I weary of the themes 

Which the gross multitude pursue; 
Who writes for bread most bid all higher dreams 

His last adieo. 

Harness the antelope, 

Burden liis liack imtil it bleeds — 
Trample his tiery spirit, and then hope 

His former speed. 

Bid the lush countrj' yield 

Not annual gift, but daily boon— 
A fungus growth defiles the moming fieldy 

And rots ere noon. 



• 
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We squander sterling thought 
On frivolous feuds and foolish cares ; 

The harvest of our life becomes imnrooght. 
And choked with tares. 

Oil for song's deedal prime, 

When, wandering o'er the plnitis nfoot. 
The shepherd minstrel tuued the spear of time — 
His anield, a lute. 

Ay, there were giants then, 
Gentle as strong, and good as bold — 

A stalwart race of freedom-losing men 
Were those of old. 

Their blood ran red and warm 
Through healthy pulses, and they found 

Infinite iovdinesB of hue and form, 
Of taste and soand. 

Tfa^ soids in mnsic bathed, 

Freedom inspired their highest hymns ; 
No mummy-cloths of a dead costom swathed 

Their vigorous limbs. 

And yet in every flge 

There must he themes to touch the heart : 
We have the self-same passkms, joj and rage, 

But lack their art 

We pore o'er books. They trod 

Mountain, and vale, and sounding shore ; 

They make their spirits intimate with God 
And natare*8 I(ne. 

As falls the levin-scailli 

On the yonng oaks that doChe a hOl, 
We have been stunted by our want of fiiith 

And resolute wilL 

To Nature false, otir eyes 

See nothing beautiful ; we warm 
And stamp with social currency the lies 

Of fiandand form. 

Where passion throbbed high words, 

With beggar whine the age complains ; 
Gone the red glory of controUiog SWOrds, 
And Mammon reigns. 
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life grows a stagnant pool, 

Green with the dn't^.s of tnide and toilf 
YouUi's pure ideals ot tlie beautiful 

Are Lticre's 8p(nL 

I weaiy of the pen. 

And write not of mine own accord ; 
It was my slave, and I was hapfty then : 

Alas ! 'tis now lord. 



A PICTURE IN WATER-COLOllS. 

Twas a bright expanse of water 
Where the Qnaker's gentle daughter 
Ever}- summer morning sought Iier 

Bath of l>eauty, light, and grace ; 
Quite a fleet uf drifted lilies 
Danced ahore the mimic billows, 
And a screen of (lroo]>iii^r willows 

Curtained close the Itathing-place. 

In my skiff at random floating, 
Kod and line but nothing noting— 
Ah ! what subtle charm had boating 

Sitif e the bathing-place was Imown; 
I across the lake was drifted, 
While with life my fancy gifted 
Every lily-shoulder lifted. 

White and dimpled as her own. ' 

" Ah ! how clear I" I muttered, Crying 
Many a colored pebble lying 
Far below, and vainly trving 

On some book to fix iiiv thonght ; 
**Now some good breeze hither winging, 
Set yon vSttvt curtain swinging. 
Coolness to the l)ather bringing," 

Bat the good breese answered not. 

Homeward o'er the meadows tripping, 
All the lovelier for her dipping, 
Soon- 1 saw the maiden skipping, 

Who said archly, when we met, 
"Friend, flion hast ^mowu fond of boating;" 
.\ik1 iny weak iieart quailed on noting 
The malidons langhtar floating 

In the ejes of my ooqnette. 
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EPIGRAM 

«o A Toim« -Lon WHO amekd vob his kaki nr ms Aumi. 

Yoa ask for my name ! Ah ! dear madam, you palter 

With the liopes I have felt, as you well niiiler<taad. 
If you wish fur luy name, it is yours at tlie altar : 
i'U give you my name wben you give me your hand. 



THE OLD YEAR AITD THE NEW. 

The good Old Year hath nro his race, 

And the latest hour draws near ; 
The cold dew shines on his hoary face, 
And he hobbles along with a listless pace, 
To hi8 lonely and snow-covered resting-place 

in dw northern hemisphere. 

See bow his stiff j<^ts faint and shrink 

As the cold breeze whittles by;' 
Ue httth a bitter cup to driiik 
As he watches the sand in his honr-flaas sink. 

Standing alone on the icy brink 
Of the gulf of eternity. 

His scanty robe is wrapped more tight 

As the dim sun dwindles down ; 
And no stars arise to cheer the night 

Of liini whose temples thcv owe niadebri^t, 
When crimson roses and lilies white 
Half hid his golden crown. 

He reels — he slips — no power at hand 
To cheek him from tnmbling o'er ; 

The hour-glass clicks ■with its l;it(!st sand. 
And each movement falls like the stroke of a brand 
On one already too weak to stand- 
He fidls^he is seen no more. 

And, lo! in the east a star ascends, 

And a Imrst of music comes — 
A young lord, followed by troops of friends, 
Donm to the broad equator wends, 
While the star that travels above him bends 

O'er a sea of floating plumes. 
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And Hope springs up from the couch of Care, 

Her eyes are full of the softest fire, 
A light bums ruuud her golden hair, 
And her boeom is soft, ami oh, bow fiur ! 

As she clasps the boy, and presses liim there, 
Ah once !?Iie Ii;id j>ret^sed his sire. 




On every hill the bontire glows. 

And clarions blend with the beating drums ; 
The \t How crocus disparts the snows, 
And the river, freed from its bondage, flows, 
While sparrows chirp, and the shrill cock crows 

As the New. Year hitherward comes. 




♦ 

His glittering mail he flings aside, 

And we see a robe of the brightest green ; 
And the velvet green hnt serv es to hide 
The crimson ve-t of the richer pride 
He duns in the brilliant summer tide 
When he weds his Harvest Qneeo. 




But time rolls on ; and the New Year turns 

Uis wearying feet to the frozen north ; 
Tlie sun each day more dimly bnms, 
And the mother earth each day intuns 
Her summer l)rood, wliile the cold winds qKims 
The victor it lieralded forth. 




And again the Old Year treads alone 

To the north, bereft of friends : 
He totters along to tlie frozen zone. 
With an icicle in each marrowless bone, 
And the hoarse wind bnries his dying groan 
As another star ascends. 


• 


Then kindly think of the dying yciir — 

The joys, the hopes, and the love he miTSed; 

Let Ml a tear on his narrow bier ; 

For, although not perfect, yet mncD i rear 

That he was the best we shall ever see — 
God grant he may prove the worst. 




A BROADWAY BELLE. 




■ tfAW n/k%* in tna \i.*iti<w\ixTwb 

Ji eaW Ilvr lU lllc >viuuuw~~" 

&3ie was fairest of the Mr; 

I thouglit it was no sin to 
Kneel down before her there. 
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Her dress was brtc^test, fullest, 
That e'er by zone was bound ; 

And her fan — it was the coolest 
Tliat e*«r shed fimgrance roand. 

She turned around — but slowly, 

With a cold, unfeeling grace, 
Although a luindred lowly 

Adored her rudiunt face ; 
hair was dark as the winglets 

Bjr the raven's brood unfurled, 
And peai'k were mixed in the ringlets 

Above her bright brow cnrled. 

There .were brilliant toys around her 

Of velvet and of silk, 
As fair as those which bound her 

White shoulders — white as milk ; 
Her ejres were bright, but rayless ; 

They lacked the vital spark ; 
And lovely — could I say less ? 

The mind — the soul was dark. 

Oh, loveliest of the gentle • 

And fair!" I did repeat, 
** Behold me ! I ha\ e bent aU 

My passions to thy feet ; 
Grant — and the boon entrances 

Your poet, bnrd, and slave— 
Ono of rhe kindly glances 

For which all lovers crave." 

Thus rapt in mystic wonder 

I stood before the shrine, 
When a voice like summer thunder 

Disturbed this dream of mine. * 
It cried, " I am astonished 

That to gain her smile you strive ; 
Henceforward be admonished-- 

That thing is not alive!" 

"Oh, creature of wax and leather, 
Of pulleys, and wheels, and bran, 
Changeless in change of weather,** 

It was fbns my answer ran — 
** No blame to you, not being human, 

For your eyes of onpitying bine ; 
But I've knelt to a smrc of live women. 

Brainless, lovely, and heartless as you." 
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THINGS THAT I SEEN AND HEEBD IN BUCKINGHAM 

PAXJCE 

wmui CLAsnr* thb wihpies or the bbd dhrawin*<-booh. 

I was clanin' the windies 
In Buckin'ham FalicOi 

An' I thought o' the shindies 
()" ]^n<<si:ins and Allies, 
Whin into the room, wid a brow full of gloom, 
An* a bottle of goold'—it was fiUed with perfmne-' 
Held nj* to her nose — pop ! past me .she goes — 
The queen ! an' I thrembled in, undher me toes, 
But she didn't perceive I was undher the eave, 
So I thought I'd just watch her a while, ere I'd leav^ . 
for it Bttuck me ns odd that her queenship shoold gnove. 

8he Hopped in a chair 

Which the flunky put there, ' 
An' Aic " pished ' iin' >lie " pshawed" wid a wandfllin'auv 
That was half of it anger an' half was despair ; 
An* the great Koh>i>noor, that wair fixed on hor brow, 
Wid the rubies set round it, flashed hlood-Iike enonv ; 
An' over Iter soul, ni that dark hour of dole, 
The red hand ol Care dhrove his merciless plow, 
While she thought of her sins an* the big Russian row ; 
An' the gem on her brow grew too hot to retain it 
Whin she thought of the millions she butchered to gain it ; 
An*, through the thick mist that was chddn* her eye, 
The ^.'lirKt of Iicr fjimine-killed sisthcr went by. 
JLu Ireland 'twas famine — in India 'twas slaughter, 
An* every where, every where blood ran like wather. 

Well, ."itill, wliile I looked — shure I thought I was booked 

To that place where there's nothin'bat kanputxw cooked, 

For an ould man rnme in — he was ngjy a.s sin, 

Wid the dismalest grin round his tat double chin ; 

An* he tucked up bis coat-tails an* backed to the fire, 

An' he looked at tlio quern half in ]nty, half ire; 

iVu' she rocked in her chair, an' she tapped wid her toes 

On the carpet of velvet that blushed like a rose. 

An' she didn't seem piaiscd with the double-chinned man. 

But he talked quite familiar, and thns bis words ran : 

" Good-day, my Queen Vic. Have you suffered a thrirk ? 
For you re lookin' by no means good-naychured or slick."* 
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" Och I indeed an' I'm sick, an' T can't ate a pick, 
An' Vtb. perishin' ijuick ; my legs isn't as thick 
As your highly respectable goold^headed stick." 

•* No, nor more nor a half— not a sign of a calf?** 
An' 1 knew by his laugh he was tippin' her chaff 
(For she's fat as a {nnicheon : an' dinner, an' luncheon, 
An' breakiiislii, an' sujtper, it takes beef to stop her, 
An' plenty of that — gravied, spicy, and fat ; 
An' rich wine and porthcr must flow at her ordher — 
I'm tellin' no lies, sir, 'tis tlie doctors advise her). 

"Now tell me what's wrong," sez be ; 
*' Don't keep me long," sez he, 

"For I'm dW, an' I think 
That I'd much like a dhrink." 

" Take your time, mv ould brick," sez she; 
Don't be so quick, ' sez she, 
" An' in make adane breast, for my throubles is tiiick," sez she; 

" I ordhered the pick of my sojcrs to lick, 

Bate, wallop, an' kick that ould tiiievin' rogue Nick ; 

I thought he'd cut his stick whin he heard the fiist ctick 

Of my b(unli'<. an' my rifles, an' other stich thrifles; 

But he didn t do it, an' I'm like to rue it, 

An' God knows at all hbw ril^ver get throtigh it." 

Och! eonshnme the fmld rogue, wid his Cossackj brogue ; 
Ilim an' Prussia'll collogue, as wid kings 'tis the TOgne, 
An' the Anstriches t<»o — tliey'U be into the stew, 
An" ferment in the l»ro\v ; an', 'tis every way thrne. 
My ladj, your queenship, that things does look blue^ 
An* no wondher yoa feel just as bad as yon do." 

"Och ! that ain't the worst of it — 
Only the first of it. 
Come, 111 ten all, or I fear I shall hnrst of it. 

There's wan Lewy Nap — 

He's a hang-gallows chap. 
An' the likcj of him, rightly, should take off his cap 
To the likes of meself ; bnt that's not like to hap, 
For he cribbed at a throne, an' has made it his own. 
An' has gatheced an' keeps at a place called Boolone 
(From whence they can see Dover Lights an' Folkstone) 
An arni v of men tliat are just Avan to ten 
(I niiiue ten to wan — but my senses is gone) 
Of the whole of my force — cannon, footmen, an' horse ; 
An' that ould Aberdeen — he's a dirty spalpeen — 
But keep (an' she winked) what I tell you between 
Yourself and the bedpost — you know what I mean. 

10 G 
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Well, he came in wan day," scz she, 
" Wrigglin' his way," sez she, 
' ' An' I knew by hb mng that he meant no child's play, " sez ahe. 
*' iSez he, ' Mrs. Vic,' sez he, 

* Dhress yourself quick, ' sez he ; 

* I've asked Lewy over, wid hn wife — "fammy cover," 
As at Paris we say — an' theyll soon be at Dover. 

They're now on their way, 

So look ufther ilic tay, 
For yon know we must make a most siimpsbis display. 
Get some nice oy:<tlier stews, biilly-heef and ragoos, 
Wid a bushel of frogs fur tlie d — d parley voos ! 
Hiey're fond of what's nice— mnst I bid yon go twice?' 
An' his thin fingers clutclied themselves np like a vice. 

' Conshiimin' the bit,' sez 1, 

'At the fnhle 1 11 sit,' sez 1, 

* Wid the heirgar-born chap 
That they < ail Lewy Nap : 

If he come, he must dine at the scullery tap. 
Rnt who axed hhn to come ?' ses I ; 
' Why, arc you dumb?' se/, I. 
' Do you know, my ould buck, that you're undher my thumb T sez 

* Vonr majesty — ^why,' sez he, * he's your ally,' sez he ; 
' Resides, though to f;et them away I did thTy,'5ex he, 
' In the camp at Uonlone, in that wan camp alone — 
Which looks so convayuiently over Folkstone — 

He has ten times ten thousand of French flesh an'bone; 

An' the French flesh an' bone is all weaponed and ready, 

Its thrainin' is goodj an' its practice is steady*, 

An* London is richer, an* not half so Ikr, 

As that murdherin' Cronstiult that's owned by the Czar.' 

' My ally he is not,' sez I, 

For my blood it was hot ; sez I — 
' An' as for Eugenie,' sez I. 'is she lit to be seen,' sez 1. 
' Wid a regular (|neen?* sez T — ' trV nip>elf I mean,' sea I. 
Then he Hew in a rage, an' he made im' engage 
To take ail soorts of thrnbble for the ]»a(iey-voo couple; 
An' whin Lewy is come, we must bate the big dhrum, 
iVn' play thrampet an' life in an emulous sthrife, 
To do honAr to monnseer an' his thrallop of a wife." 

" Then how goes tlu; fightin" ?" sez he ; 

" Have you dune the inditin ," sez he, 
"Of thim notes that took nine men a month in the writin' ?" tiez \ 

"Have thim ould ilii lmnats," sez he^ 

"That's as cunnin' as cats," sez he, 
** Scared the Bear of the North wid their parchment flats ?" ses 1 
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Och ! good luck to their souls, wid their protocoak! 
Share their rigmnrolcs were so full o' holes 
That the rats and the bats slipped in it an' out, 
An' the Austiiches echoed the Pnis.si:uis' shout, 
An' it gives' me the gout to think uhnt fhcy're about; 
jb'or, to my eyes, its every where jumble and rout. 
They're all teUin* lies, tmwin' dust in my eyes. 
An* the man that lies devest 'tis him that is ti^ie." 

"What started the war ? What are you fightin' for 

Wid your liiirhly respectable cousin the Czar? 

Do your synii)ailiies lurk wid the infidel Turk? 

An' why, wid ould Nick, don't you make it short work? 

Shure each school-boy repents that liritniiniii, she beats 

All creashin to smash wid her sojers and fleets?" 

" Nabocklish ! No !" sez she j " I waust thought so," sez she ; 
" The historians blow," sez she ; ** but it ain't no go !" sez she, 
"As I feel very keenly, an' nuieh to my woe," sez she. 
" I sent Charley Nnjiier. who knows how to steer 
First rate, as I hear, an' lie wint very near 
To the' Cronstadt pier ; bnt he thought it looked queer, 
An' he cinn hack here wid a flay in his ear. 
An' he swears it was all the iiet'orm Club beer 
That muddled his head whin he solemnly said 
"That he'd jmll the Czar's lug in St Petersbuii^, 
■ Or be off t(^ hell 

In a three weeks' time. 
An', inileed, 'twould be well 
If he'd make the fact chime 
Wid his phghted promise. A good riddance from us! 
Thin there's ould Dundas/'sez she ; **to my thinkin' an a88,"sea( she; 
" Not worth his grass," sez she : " but let that pass," sez she. 
" Shure he talked like a ^ielson, or some other red-hell-son, 
Of taudher and blood," sez she, *' whin he swore that he could," sez ' 
she, 

*' Take some jaw-breakin' town," sez she, ' 

** I could never get down, ' sez she. 

"It was built by a basthard, I think, 

An'"cal!ed afther the dasthard, I think; 

It ends wid^a ' pol,' " sez she, 

**An* is girt wid a waD," sez she ; 
An' up to this time we're not shure of its fall." sez she; 
''So i sent Lord Raglan, wid the juke for his ilagman — 
Not the ' Iron Juke,' " sez she, '* wid a nose like a hook." sez she, 

Whose ould brazw doak an' whose murdheiin' look, ses she, 
** Upon Hyde Park corner, is a caution and wamer 
To any dead nigger not to swell any bigger 
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Thaa his breeches will hoald,"8eB flhe^ " lett he bom and get oowld," 

sez she, 

"Ab onld Boney did do at the famed Watherloo," sez she. ^ 

*'Airah ! wIku 'ud he my. ( iuld he only look throng^ 

From the high place or low pluce he's now gone nntO^ 

An' find us nllied to the young Parleyvoo ? 

It was Cambi-idge's juke for t£e scrimmage I took ; 

An' now here's a saycrit — but swear on the book 

That you'll never divulge it by hook or by crook — 

For yoa*d rain me sthraight, an my throne 'nd be shook. 

' ' Shure to fear I began 

That they'd ax my ould man — 

He's field-marshal, they say," sez she, 

*' An' I know he's dlinnvn pay," sea she. 
This many a day/' sez she. 
An* he made a new hat from the skin of a cat, 
An' I've heerd, an', indeed, even ruTu h owns to that, 
That the hat bids defiance to milithary science 
To pass or to peer it, or even come near it, 
In Uie way of a sIuhI," sez she, " for a sojer's head," ses she; 

*'But he's tendber an' weakly. ' sez she, 

"An' of late somewhat sickly, ' sea she, 

" Wid 'a bad rbetmiatiz," sez she, 

" Tn that sword-Jirm of his, "sez she. • 
He tuk ill the first night that we heerd of the fight; 
An', since Inkermann,*' sez she, '* no mortal can,"' ses she, 
** Describe what he feels from his head to his heels; 
He's in a cold sweat till it makes his sheets wet. 
An' he's shiv'rin an' shakin'. and his bones they are achin', 
An* he's thremblin' an' sore to his very heart's core» 
AoL he's worn out intirely. an' worried what's more. 

He's a soldier thrue," sez she, 

**An* at Chopham Keview," ses she, 

**•! seen him to (U),"sez sl»e, 
* ** Things to make you look blue," sez she. 

**An*he*8 ravin* quite, by day and by night. 

To be into the fight, as is proper an' right; 

An' lie swears that he'd kill," sez she — 
"If it wom't for the accident that he happens to be ill," sez she— 
**Oold Mentschikotr an' the Prince Pop-em-off,' 
T-ijtri^ndi, an' Luders, an' Count OrlofV; 
But he says he can not think of it until he cures his congh. 
Och ! his pains is cmd ; he*8 as wake as wather gruel ; 
An' should any wan liint — in specclie- or print — 

That the man who does quartlicrly dhraw," sez she, 
**In acewdionB md militiiary law," sez she, * 



Digitized by Google 



Charles Graham ffalpme. 149 



**The highest pay 

Should take part in the Ihljr, 

Och ! he'd f;ii!)f nwny 

From the blessed light of day I 
Me poor Albert 'ud fell, fowled np in a boll. 
His bowels *iid turn into wather an' gall — 
An' 1 know widows' ca{)s don't become me at all." 

" Well, now, Mrs. Vic"— 
An' his eye had a thrick 

As cunnin' an' knowin' as a cat's that is goin', 

Whin the cook's asleep, wid the softest croep, 

To lick fresh butther— " if you let me, 1 II utther 

Some good advice," sez he, "an' think over it twice,*' ses he. 

*' Go an' make yonr onld man," sez he, 
Just as soon as he can," sez he, 

*' Cure the rhemnatiz," sex he, 

*' In that sword-arm of his," sez he, 

" Or he'd betther resign," sez he, 

" His nnifimn fine," sez he, 

"An* fidl oat 0* the line,** sez he. 

"Och ! but, thin, the pay ?" ses she, 

"It 'lid ^'O nsthr;iy," so/ she, » 
*'An' that's nut at all ufthcr Albert's way," sez she. 

" Resign that too," sez he, 

'■ For, l)etune me an' you," sez he, 
Whin tlie people see," sez he, 

*' (Betune you an' me)," sez he, 
" TTiehr gallant field-marshal to rheamatix partial 
Whin colors are flyin', an' thousands are dj& 
For a shiilin' a day round Sevastopol's Bay, ^ 
They'll beg^n to compare the sick gentleman's pay 
IVid the throoper's who dashed through the thick of the fray. 
Where bullets were whizzing an' siihres did play 
On casque an' cuirass, an the min tell like grass, 
\Vhile the field-marshal — Balaam-like— flat on his ass, 
An' prayed for the foes he was bound to oppose 
From the top of his head to the root of his toes. 
l>t him give up his place wid whatever of grace 
Can be possibly lint to so dirty a case, 
Or the very ould wimin will spit in his face, 
An* the chudher, God bless 'em ! throw dirt at his grace. 
Inniski^juig's an' Grays, Irish Lancers and Bay»— 
Whatever poor wreck of them's left in these days— 
The men, not of rank, who dhrove spurs in the flank 
Of their chaigers, an' dashed up the cannon-plowed bank, 
While the grape an' cross-fire mowed them down rank by rank ; 
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Never haltin*, though reelin', but fonnin* and whedin* 

A^ain an' again, wid diminishin' min. 
While the pulks of tlte Cossackry crowded the gUu. 
No end to their labors — ^no rest for their sabres — 
Blood-spatthered, they could not be known by their neighbors. 
An' still by sheer steel, strenj^th ul lmnd, heart, an' heel, 
Though shatthered, disordheied, invincible still, 
Throuf^li ii lon^' lane of fire— through a laygion of foes— 
Grimly forced to mtire — the Light Cavalry goes. 
They've. left — uu what thin? — just three fourths of their min 
To nit the next harvest in Inkermann's glin ; 
But the colors tlioy l)ore, thoii;:li l)odabliled with gpre. 
Still wave o'er the remuant returniu' once more. 
IVbat a sight there will be, shotild they ever come back. 
An' the field-marshal — partial to a timely attack 
Of the rbenmatic &yver— should £all in tbdr thxackl" 



What more there was said, 

Shure, no more than the dead 
Do I know, for I chanced to lane forward my head, 
An' the qneen gave a scream an' the man gave a start, 

An' I judged it was best for meself to d^MIt. 

Deputy Glazier's Room, Buckiu'bain Palic«,) 
Lradon, December 4, 18tM. / 



Oh, ladies, will you hear a truth, 

Of late too seldom told to yon, 
Nor (li I ni — he begs it of your ruth — 

The writer over-bold to you ; 
Por, by the pulses of his yoatb. 

He never yet was cold to you. 
And therefore 'tis in sober sooth 

Hiat he would now unfold to yon 
What may — apart from rhythmic flights — 
Be called' the sum of** Woman's Hi^ts." 

For you the calm sequestered bowers, 

For us to kneel and sue to you ; 
Tonr feet npon the path of flowen 

We struggle still to strew to you; 
For you to drop the healing showers 

Of kindness— gentle dew to you — 
On fiuling health and wasted powers — 

Hie task is nothing new to yon— 



WOMAN'S RIGHTS. 
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*' Oh, lliese, indeed" — 'tis Love indites — 
'' These are unquestioned Woman's Bights." 

All hail ! we orv, the stormiest honrSt 

If thus a joy we woo to you ; 
For OS, of life*8 dragged bowl^ the sours, 

If so the sweets ensue to you. 
When many a heavy hap was ours, 

Fond retrospection flew to you ; 
Good husbands and unstinted dowers, 

And smiling babes accrue to yon ; 
And, let me ask, what maiden slights / 
These latter-mentioned "Woman's Rights?** 

The faiibfblness, the grace, the high, 

Pure thoughts nf life we gain by you; 
The vision of a softer eye, 

The finer touch attain by you ; 
We:ik hopes that unto death are nigh 

Out-leaninj?, we sustain by you ; 
And when misfortune sweeps the sky, 
Our anchored hearts remain liy vou. 

LoTii: (1;iys of toil and feverish nights 
Wonld ill re])iiv thL'.>e " Woman's liights." 

Why quit the calm and holy hearth 

lliat is heaven's antepast to us, 
To face the sterner scenes of earth, 

The troubles that are cast to us? 
Why change your soul's unsullied mirth 

For woes that rush so fiut to us. 
That we would daily curse our l>irth 

Were not your sphere at last to us — 
That sphere of home, which wdl requites 
The loss of these nns^ng rights. 



AN OLFACTORY ODE IN PRAISE OF NEW TORE 

CLEANLINESS. 

vet OVB POST WITH A OOLV IK UIS UKAI>. 

Thank heaven ! the crisis, 

The terror is past, 
And the sense they call smelling 

Hnth perished at last ; 
And the an Lnii^h of smelling • 

Is over at last. ' 
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Sadly I know 

Oi' one sense I*m forloiii, 
But with pleasure and profit 

Hie loss may bu bome; 

With y)n)tit and pleasure 
Tliat lo>.s iiiav be burne. 

And 1 walk so composedly 

Now through the street. 
That any beholder 

Might fancy my feet 
Were treading on roses 
' An fragrant and sweet. 

The stifling and choking. 

The odors and stenches, 
Are (jnieted now ; 

The iiltactory wrenches, 
Tliat maddened my brow, 
. Are gone. Ah ! those horrible. 
Horrible stenches I 

The sickness — ^the naasea— 

The pitiless pain. 
Have ceased with the smelling 

That maddened my brain ; 
With the smell of the garbage 

That rose to my brun* 

And, oh ! of all odors, 

That odor the worst — 
The odor commin^ed 

Of sauerkraut accursed; 
The odors of fish 

And of sauerkraut aocareed" 
^at torture no more 
■ In my nostril is nursed, 

Andy ah ! let it never 
Be foolishly said 

That I am regretting 

Tlie colli in my head ; 
The cold whence this numbness 

Of smelling is bred. 

For now I walk luq>pily, 

Fenrless of any 
Diversitied odors — 

Althoagh there are nuny ; 
For my nostril is choked, • 

And I care not f<ur any. 
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And happy am I with 

A cold in my head ! 
The dank exhalation 

J?Poni gal Uagc-heaps bred, 
The sewerage and filth 

Upon whifh ho<j;s are fed, 
Never trouble me, blest, d 

With a cdd in my head. 



A FiniGENT CONSIDERATION OF THE TABIOUS 
TRADES AND CALLINGS. 

Of all the trades tliut men may caU 

Unpleasant and ottensivc, 
The editor's is worst of all, 

For he is ever i)en-sire; 
His leaders lead to iiotirm<r high, 

Uis columns are unstable, 
And thooi^ the printers make him ine» 

It does not sait his table. 

The carpenter — his course is phine, 

His bit is ahvays near him ; 
He augers every hour of gain, 

He chisels — and none jeer him ; 
He shaves, yet is imt ( Ifwo, they say; 

The public pay his board, sir ; 
Full of wise saws, he bores away. 

And so he sweUs his hoard, dr. 

St. Crispin's son — the man of shoes, 

Has awl things at control, sir; 
He waxes wealthy in his views, 

Bat ne'er neglects his sole, sir ; 
His' is, indeed, a heeling trade ; 

And when he comes to casting 
The toe tal profits he has madei 

We find his ends are lasting. 

The tailor, too, gives fits to aU, 

Yet never gets a basting ; 
His cabbages, however small. 

Are most delicious tasting ; 
His gO()sc is hcsite i Ijiijipy prig-! 

Unstinted in his measure; 
* He always plays at thimble-rig. 

And seams a man of pleasnre. 
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The fanner reaps a fortune pltimp, 

Thoiigli lianowed, far from woe, sir; 
His spade forever proves a tmmp, 

His book is I've-an-hoe, sir; 
II<J\ve^■er corned. Ik? does not slip ; 

Ihough husky, never hoarse, sir; 
And in a plowshare partnership 

He gets his share, of course, sir. 

The sailor on the giddy niast — 

Comparatively master — 
Has many a bulwark round him cast 

To wave away disaster; 
Even shrouds to him are full of life, 

His mainstay still is o'er him, 
A gallant and a top-gallant crew 

Of beaux esprits before him. 

The sturdy Irish laborer picks 

And climbs to fiiivie — '(is fiuiny! 
He deals with none but regidar bricks, 

And so he pockets money ; 
One friend slicks to him (nujrtar 'tis) • 

In hodden gray, nnbatticd, 
He leaves below an honest name 

When he ascends the scaffold. 

The printer, though his case be hard, 

Yet sticks not at his hap, sir; 
*Tis his to ciinonizc the l)ard, 

And trim a lioman Cap, sir. 
Some go two-forty — what of that? 

He goes it by tlic tlinitsatid ; 
A man of form, and fond of fat, 

He loves the song I now send. 

The engine driver, if we track 
His outward semblance deeper. 

Has got some very tender traits — 
He ne'er disturbs the sleeper ; 

And when yon switch him as he goes, 
He whistles nil the louder ; 

And shonhl yoii brake him on the whed, 
It only makes him juouder. 

1 launched this skid' of rhymes upon 
The trade-winds of the Muses, 

Through jmngent seas tliey'vo bome it on, 
The boat no rudder uses ; 
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So masticate its meaning once, 
And judge not steniK ot ii — 
You'il find a freight ol little puns, 
And veiy little profit 



THEFEBRY-BOAT. 

Let them rare of the bowers that are beaming with roses. 

Where young lovers whisper the moonlifiht away, 
But the scene that I fix for my courtship discloses 

Attractions, Thouf,'Ii imblio, more brillunt and gaj. 
What care I for waik>* in the leaf-sliaded alleys, 
For kisses in hay rtcl(1<. and sighs on the hill; 
For love is but love in the streets or the valleys, 
And all that it needs is an intimate will. 

Ob, give me a men-y short fri]^ on the ferry, 
With 1 and my tiiir in a corner ensconced ; 
'Mid the hustling and bustling, the jostling and tnsslhig. 
We dt.nnobswved, in oar own dreams entraaoed. 

It is exquisite, very, that trip on the ferry — 

The roar of the wheels in a fine doul)le bass 
To the tenor of whisjiers from dear rosy lispeirs, 

With love in their hearts, but reproof on each Htce. 
What eountk'ss sensations! W^hat men from all nations 

Arc crowdeil ami jammed in the one Httle hnat I 
There are German and Spanish, Dutcli, Irish, and Danish — 
Our ark is a species of Babel afloat. 

But still it is merry, that trip on the ferry', 

WUth I and my fair in a comer ensconced ; 
'Mid the crowd of stock-brokers and Joe Miller jokers, 
We sit unofasttved, in our own dreams entranced. 

The chains rattle londly, the steam whistles proudlj, 

The wheels beat the water, the furnaces flame ; 
Some laggards, belated, are gibetl at and rated. 

While some make a jump, but fall short of their aim 
And there on the ferrjr, like straws in iced sherry, 

They stick half way up, calling fieicoly for aid ; 
While the lucky ones, laughing, and sneering, and chaffing, 
Are straight to New York fhom the iUton.con^'eyed. 
Tis danKorous, very, that jump for the ferry. 

But what 8 it to us in our corner ensconced ; 
If a ftol Ekes to do it, why then let him me it— 
We sit unobserved, in our own dreams entranced. 
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W hat is life but a ferry— a dismal one, ver} — i 
it starts from tlie cradle, its goal is the grave; j 
And yet we can taiake it, if r^ghtty we take it, 

A sweet, pleasant trip o'er a sun -gilded wuvc. ' 
With a partuer to cheer us, a frieud sitting near us, ' 
With IVnth for onr pilot and Faxne for our lii e, ] 

We can make it as pleasant as this is at present, 
And what more delightful could mortal desire ? 
A transient, but merry trip over the ferry 

^^^^ ^""^ *^ briefhess enhanced— ! 

With the husthii- und bustling;, the jostling and tusslinc, 

\\ ell sit unobserved, in our own dreanu entranced. ! 



COMFOSmOK DUETT. 

BOMBO (Me romaoitui tfum). 
In my dreams beneath a willow, 
I heard thee ciy Depart !" ' 

FUBBs (t/ie matttr^f-faiet tac&'vulHaO. 

"And an ice-cream of Vanilla 
Was not colder than thy heart" 

KOM i:f>. 

Ah ! Love's fever, how imperions — 
Hofw the passionate pain ezalta! 

FUBBS. 

"F^verfiieany! Are 70a aeriooa? 
T^ a dooe of Epaom salts.** 

BOMBO* 

liaurn Liddowe ! Laura Liddowe ! 
Thou hast ta'en thy lover's life. • 

FUBBS {ind\gnnn*l'i). 

Would you make the maid a widow 
Who has never been a wife?'* 

ROMKO. 

When I*ni dead, I pray thee gather 
Flowers to deck my lowly bed— 

VDBBS. 

** Pnoh ! I say — the f^irl would rather 
One live beau than fifty dead." 
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BOHBO. 

Laura Liddowe, might n flowery 
Baud our hearts together bind-^ 



R031E0. 

Shine, ye stars — ah I shine above her; 
Bear my pasnons in your beams — 

Fuuns {indignantly)^ 

Tell lier plumply that you love her, 
And have done with idle dreanu." 

ROMEO. 

Wilt fSttm have me? Say, my fairest 
Qneen ; for thns my fimcy dublN» — 

**Iwoulil siinj'lv sav. ' IMv dearest, 
WiU you l>e my Mrs. i^ubbs ?' " 



noH TBK raxsou op 3>»*vem. 

Youths and maidens, come, 
The skies are bright above, 
* Blow the fife and strike the dmm — 
Let OS sing of love. 

The thick leaves overhead 
Will tlini: a slmdow deC^p 

Over the teruy bed 
On which we^sit or deep. 

Thanks to their pulses high, 

And the high sun, bright as gold, 

Phillis l)('('nnios less shy 

As Colin becomes more bold. 

Agnes would believe 

That love's delicious glow 
Her breast will never heave 



Ftnms (urgently). 

Say you'll fix a handsome i 
.\ud 1 guaruuiee her kind. 




L£ FKINT£MPS. 



'Whra violets cease to blow. 
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Spurning the restraint 

Imposed l>y fashion's j;;oJdesa, 
Ileurtii their bondage break, , 
Heaving breasts the bodice. 

Season, sweetly strong, 

How thy genial c liai*m 
Makes the mother ymmg. 

And makes the daughter warm. 

Now the dotard feels 

A thrill of new desire, 
O'er the husband steals 

The lever's former fire. . 

The river, murmuring on, 
The laiobs that frisk and fling. 

The sky, whose doads are gone — 
All nature seems to sing. 

.Every hour that rolls 

Leads us near the time 
When to our wintry souls 
. The year will have no prime. 

Therefore, youths and maidens, come. 
While the skies are bright above — 
P>right. and warm, and vast above- 
Blow the hfe and stiike the drum. 
And let us sing of love. 



MY SOUTHWARD WINGING OEIOLB. 

The fading sunset's golden light 
Was glancing over town and river. 

When fladied a vision on my sight. 
One momoit seen, yet fixed forever. 

On memory's retina still glows 

That pictiirr', nil my heart entrancing; 
The rosy moutii — the brow of snow, 
The bine eyes in sweet dalllanoe dancing. 

The dimples in her soft chin set. 
Her maiden smile serene and peaceful. 

And those brown lock- — nli I never yet 
Were tendrils of the vine more graceful. 
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She came in robes of Qunkc?' hue, 

Sach livery as the fawns inherit ; 
But then her bonnet's dazzling blue 

Gave hint of her celestial spirit. 

Great heavens ! ' I cried ; "sweet sunny Soath, 
Your ])raise — all poets well may vliyme it, 
If such bright flowers as yonder mouth 
Are native to this glowing climate? 

*' But no ; this fresh and joyous face, 
This eye, from whicii gay foncy sallies, 

This artless and yet winning grace 
All speak of Northern hills and valleys. 

"The laiipiid lieauties heieiway, 

Who lialf tlie year for cool air stifle, 
'I'lieir features lack the subtle play 

' Wiiich leaves this foce without a rivaL" 

And thus I thoqght, and thus I dreamed, 

Your life in vnrinu< color?; ])ainting; 
Now Hope's blest ray upon me beamed, 
Now left me in the darkness fiunting. 

Ah ! well, these dreams are idle all'— 
Mere shadows — and we chase tiiem blindly ; 

But yet my pulses rise or fall 

Just as I iind you cross or kindly. 

And still ou memory's retina glows 
Thy picture, heart and brain entrancing ; 

The rosy moutli — the brow of snow. 
And those small feet just made for dancing. 

Xe'er niny the future bring regret 

For the.^e bright dreams which now caress me. 
But, long in golden cirde set, 

May this &ir image smile to Uess me. 

— onnc; — 

BARON RENFREW^ BALL.** 

Twas a grand display was the prince's ball, 

A pageant or fete, or wliat you may call 

A brilliaut coruscation, 
Where ladies and knights of noble worth 
Enchanted a prince of royal birth 

By a royal demonstration. 
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Like qneens nrrnycd in their regal guise. 
They cliarnieU tiie prince with dazzling eyes, 

Fair ladies of rank and atation, * 
Till the floo!- '^' ivn way. nnd down they sprawled, 
In a tableaux t>tyle, which the artists called 

A floor^all decorarion. 

At the prince's feel like flowers they were laid, 
In the brightest bouquet ever made, 

For A prince's choice to falter— 
Perjjlexed to find, where all were rarBf 
'Which was the fairest of the fair 

To coll for a qaeenly altar. 

But soon the Hoor was .set aright, 
And Peteir Cooper's fece grew bright, 

When, like tlu' swell of an orpjan. 
All heart.s beat time tu the first quadrille, 
And the prince confessed to a joyons thrill 

As he danced with Mrs. Moigan. 

Then came the wait/ — the Prince's Own — 
And even \kw and brilliant tone 

Had music'.s sweetest grace on ; 
But the prince himself ne'er felt its charm 
Till he si^tly clasped, with drding arm, 

"Ihat lovely gM, Miss Mason. 

Bnt ah ! the work went bravely on, 

And meek-eyed Peace a trophy won 

By the magic art of the dancers ; 
For the daring prince's next exploit 
Was to league with Scott's (^amilla Hoyt, 
And overcome the Lancers. 

Besides these three, he deigned to jield 

His hand to Mr<. M. B. Field, 

Miss Jay, and Miss Van Buren ; 

Miss Bnssell, too, was given a place — 

All beauties famous for their grace 

From Texas U» Lake Uuroo. 

With Mrs. Kemochan he "lanced," 
With Mrs. Edward r'oo|>er danced, 

With Mrs. iielmont tapered ; 
With fair Miss Fish, in fairy rig, 
lie tripped n sort of royal jig. 

And next Miss Butler favored. 
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And thus, 'mid inatiy hopes and fears, 
By the brilliant light (»f the cliandeliers, 

Did they gayly quaff and revel; 
Well pleased to charni a royal prince — 
The only one from old England since 

George Washington was a rebd. 

And so the fleeting hours went hy, 

And watches st< >pi)ed — ^lest Time should fly — 

Or tli;it they windin<^ wanted ; 
Old matrons dozed, and papas smiled, 
And many a isax om was beguiled 

As the prince danced on, undaunted, 

'Tis now a dream — the prince's hall. 
Its vanished glories, one and all. 

The scenes of the fairy tales ; 
For Cinderella herself was there, 
And Barniini keeps for trial fair 
The beautiful sU])per deposited there 

By his highness the Prince. of Wdes. 



THE CBUSADEB SOKG. 

Before the holy image 

I thrice have hent to-night, 
And, having paid my orisons, 

Now rush to join the fight ; 
The fight of faith and fiiUieiland, 

For this I nish afar — 
My life and lance tor Kussia, 

Hy fealty to the Czar. 

My sword — ^the only heritage 

My \ aliant fathers left, 
Hath l)it the flesh o: Sweden, 

And many a Tartar cleft. 
Too long in shamefid idleness 

The rn<tiii;j blndo hnth lain. 
And now it lougs for blood to cleanse 

Hie dnll, conodittg stain. 

From the sumnnt of the Balkan 

Otir brethren stretch their hands; 
They pray to us to rescue them — 
Their prayers become commands. 
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We feel for them, wc'l! )l<:!it for them, 
For God aud us Uh-v bleed j 

The weaponed strength of Russia gucs 
To stnke Ibr Bnssia's creed, 

riie memories of our Church are tmneol 

Hound Kiew's white-bastioiied crest, 
The loveliest and the brightest town 

Tbftt ever Turk oppreseed. 
Those memories are consecrate, 

And shadow forth the doom 
Which gathers strength in silence, 

And will qnicldy burst in gloom. 

The cross of pain, the spear of mi^t, 

On these onr strenc;th we rn^t; 
The hand of Ciod jirotecied l>uth 

In ages long o'erpast ; 
Think you our hearts so soon forget 

The sires for whom we mourn 
Their sons shall bear the flag of fidth 

As it bj them was borne. 

We go to break the Moslem's pride, 

To crush his creed accursed ; 
Then welcome be the Holy War, 

And let its tempest burst. 
Be this our vi( for 1 attic-cry 

As east and south we press — 
"The God tliat blesses Kustda, 

And the Czar the Russians bless T 



SONG: PHILANTHROPIC AXD PIRATICAL. 

We're borne too li>ng the idiot wix>ng of Cuba's tyrant masters, 
And tamely ta'cn from shattered Spain dishonors and disasters. 
The camel's buck at length will crack — nor are we like dumb cattle : 
Our patient strengtli lias failed at length — peace only comes by battle. 
Ring out the beUn ! our banner swells, in Freedom's' breezes blowing ; 
To arms and up I this bitter cup is filled to overflowing. 

Nor pray nor 8i)eak, but let us seek redress in tones of thunder ; 
Tliey slew our brave who went to save the land they rob aud plunder. 
Around the Moro's grim facade the soul of T.opez wanders, 
And Crittenden — a glorious shade — l)eside him walks and ponders. 
O God of l*eiK'e I tliat such as these like dogs slinnM be gnrroted — 
Choked out of life by bpauish beastii — lierce, bloody, aud besotted. 
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To urms and up ! we brim the cwp to vengeance and to glory ! 
By Western zeal let "Old Cnstile" V)c t:iiij;tit a difVercnt story ; 
Let bpanish Dons now learu for once how great the power tliey've 
slighted ; 

By guns and swords, not pens and words, most Caba*8 wrongs be 

righted. 

They've chained our men, tliey've seized our ships, their yoke around 
us twining ; 

Our stars" are in a long ecIqMe— well bring them ibrth more shining. 

"What ]udsing starts from youthful hearts to hear the tocsin pealing! 
Their glittering eyes, their tierce replies, betray the inward feeling — 
The hidden thirst of vengeance, nursed through years of mute re- 
straining. 

Hurra ! tliat torrent forth has burst, no more in meek complaining. 
The ''One Lone Star" shall not be far from our immortal cluster; 
The Soudieni Qaeen shall soon be seen arrayed in Western lustre. 

Then, brethren, up ! one parting cup to Washington and Jackson ; 

Our sprouting tree of liberty no Spaniard lays an axe on. 
liy Freedom's God ! our lavish blood #hall water it to !)los«om ; 
No foul gurrcjte shall press our throat, though balls may jjiercc our 
bosom. 

King out tlie bells I our banner swells, in Fi ecilom's breezes blowing; 
To arms and up ! this bitter cup is tilled to overflowing. 



A WALL STREET USUfiER ON RUSTIC BUSS. 

BIOOMn OMh-niTH BOOK OF HOBAOK. 

**BeainB ille qui procal negotlis.** 

He is bless'd who. far from city toil. 

As those who lived in elder time, 
FtinowB his own paternal soil, 

Unstained of all usurious crime. 
The trum[>et's voice he will not ho«l. 

Nor billows raging fierce and loud ; 
He shuns the bar where suitors pleadi. 

He duias the portals of the proud. 

Around the poplar's lofty tops 

Ue twines the creepers of the vine. 
Or with his pruiiing sickle lops 

The boughs that yield no generous wine; 
Or in the lonely valley sees 

His herds of cattle wandering far, 
Or stores the honey of his bees 

In chestnut bowl and crystal jar. 
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Or shears his sheep, or, in the hoon 

When her hright brnw ohl Autumn rears. 
Adorned with mellow fruits and flowers, 

How gladly will he pluck the pears, 
And the rich, gushing ^r^^p^? ^^^^^^ ^'^68 

With purple, ns a gift and charm 
To ttioee benignant deities 

Who gnaid from blight his little farm. 

He sleeps beneath some aged oak, 

Or in the tangled moadow lies. 
While waters leap from rock to rock, 

And woodland song-birds fill the'flkies, 

And fountains flow with inui iiiin-ing streams. 
Inviting sleep and hlisslul dreams. 

But when old Winter, grim and hoar, 
With rain and snow o^erfloods the soil, 

With dogs he hunts the savage boar 

Into his interwoven toil ; 
The hungry thrush may vainly seek 

To shun* his net; ^e timoroos hare. 

And the wild crane, whose ]»inions seek 
A ioreign clime, reward his care. 

Amid sucli tranquil sports as tliese 
We might forget — oh ! blissful rest — - 

Those harassi!)^' anxieties 
Which love entails on every breast. 

OtUdren, a wife to tend the house 
(Such as the Sabine mothers give), 

A sunburnt and industrious spouse- 
Even such in old Apulia live — 

Who piles the hallowed hearth on high 

With blazing fuf^ots. bright and dry. 

As home her weary husband turns 

To where the cottage beacon bnnis. 

In wickei- sheds she shuts the kine, 
Their milk delicious to the taste, 

And, drawing forth her finest wine. 
Prepares ihe nnbonght and ten^mle feast. 

Oh ! not the richest feast that e'er 

For king was spread cnidd j)lcase me more; 
Nor dainty tishes, sweet and rare, 

Nor phea,Hant8 brought from Indians shore; 
Not all tlie l)an(]uet wealth allows 

A keener relish could attain 
Than olives gathered from the lx>ii^s, 

And sonel growing on die plain, 



ChcMrleB Grahom Halpme, 165 



( )r mallows — food of all tlie best 

To keep us free frf)m inward harm ; 
Or the young lamb, with which I feast 

Hie gnaidiaa god who shields my fiinn. 

In flach a lifef how sweet to see 

The well-fed sheep returning homey 
And weary oxeu» dioopingly, 

Willi an hiT«ted ploughshare 6ome, 
While nnmerous laborers join their mirth 

Around our bnpjiy household hearth. 
The usui'er Alpheus, sick of gain, 

To tnm a coantry fiumer bent, 
^us sang the pleasures of the plain, 

And vowed to quit his cent per cent ; 
But Ayarioe comes— the sweet dream flies, 
And back once more to Bome the Teteran nsurer hies. 



LETTER FROM JOHN BULL, ESQ., TO JEREMIAH SLY, 
ESQ., COTTON BROKER, NEW YORK. 

We are fighting for the Turks, Jerry 81y, Jerry Sly; 
We are fighting for the Tnrks, Jerry Sly ; 

We are fighting for the Turks, 

And bombardiTig Russian works, 
But a hidden purpose lurks in our eye, J err)' Sly — 
Yes, a hidden pnrpoee lories in our eye. 

If the Tnrks were let alone, Jeny Sly, Jeny Sly; 

If the Tnrks were let ; i lone. Jern,' Sly, , 

Where were Eranky Joseph's throne ? 

Wouldn't Himgary have her own ? 

And would I\)laud louj^er groan in lier chains. Jeny Sty? 
And would Poland hopeless ^rnan in her chains? 

Wouldn't Italy be up, .Jerry Sly, .Terry Sly? • 
Wouldn't Italy be up, Jerry Sly ? 

Where would revolution Stop? 

'Ti.s a hydra-headed crop ; 
Into England it might pop, as you know, Jeny Sly, 
And the qneen would have to hq), as you know. 

For a week or something more, Jerry Sly, Jeny Sty ; 
For a week or something more, Jerry Sly, 

We heard the cannon roar 

AH along SiHstria's shore. 

But no volley did we pour for the Turks, Jerrj' Sly? 
Bat we hoped that all was o'er with tlie Turk^. 
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Oh ! wc heli>ctl tlie Turks a deal, Jerry Sly, Jeny Sly; 
Aberdeen declares a deal, Jeny tily ; 

We held back their "headlong zeal," 

Gave the Cossacks time to heal 
The l)ites of Turkish steel, as yon know, Jerry Sly ; 
'Tis a dangerous thing is zeal, us you know. 

The Crimea we w ill take, Jerry Sly, Jerry Sly, 
When the Russ is not awake, Jerry My; 

And the Haltie we will make 

Ju£t a little English lake, 
Where the queen a cmise con take^ with her Bpoase, Jeny Sly. 
(Lord of heaven, 8<Kne pi^ take on W spoiue!) 

Thus we're fighting for the Turks, Jeny Sly, Jerry Sly; 
To the Turks we give our aid. Jerry Sly, Jerry Sly; 
To the Turks such precious aid, Jerry Sly, 

That their soldiers we delayed, 

Beating hack tlie Russian raid, 
While long urotocols we made — thc\ re in print — Jerrv Slv ; 
No one reads ^en, I*m alitdd, though in print. 

Then we sent them Lord Dmidas, Jeny Sly, Jerry Sly ; 
Sent them Admiral Dundas, Jerry Sly,' 

Saying, " I^et the Russians passl" 

(He's a hoary, driveling ass, 
Who, unleBB the aea were glass, wouldn't bodge, Jeny Sly.) 
So Shiope came to pass, as we ja4ge> 

As Sebastopol was strong, Jerry Sly, Jerry Sly, 
And we hate to fight the strong, Jerry Sly, 

Wo did with coward wrong 

To luuinned Odessa throng — 
By the rules of war 'twas wrong, as is said, Jerry Sly — 
But her courage nuide her strong : so Me fled. 

Thus weVe fighting for the Turks, Jerry Sly ; 
We are fighting for the Toiics, 

And bombarding Russian works, 
But a hidden purpose lurks in our eye, Jerry Sly-— 
A most siiiister purpose lurks in oiu* eye. 



THE AUTHOB'S BTTITAL. 

Who*er srould desire to write a book 

In days of such severe morality. 
Let him even upon this precept look : 
That to tell the truth is a plump rascality. 
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The world so x-irtaous now has grown 
Tlint cant is the only way of wooing it, 

The dog don't object to steal the bone, 
But barks when he's righteously kicked Ibr ddng it. 

If to i)leuse the crowd you only write, 

Declare that your reiiders are all seraphim ; 
That this is the only ji<z;e of light. 

And tliat all before with guilt were very dim. 
Declare that if ever the an|^ trod 

A sinless earth, they imw are treading it ; 
That your fathers descncd the w raili of Uod, 

And yon wonder he took so lung in shedding it ; 

♦ 

i»ut that, now the world is filled with saints, 
Your strongest praise than their worth is fiunter ; 

The brighter each portrait the artist paints. 

Why, the more the painted applaud the painter. 
In fact, 'tis the readiest thing on earth 

To win your way by fulsome flattery ; 
But make of a foible of vice your mirth, 

Aii>l it> friends indict vou for tort and batten'. 

Declare that each woman is now as pure 
As the new-fidlen snow on the Himalayas ; 

That never did queen with more regal mien 

Or dignified footstep skim a ^]•J'\< • 
Declare that the m(»on and each siiury world 

Cirows dim in tlie hhizeof her ^efl' full lustre — 

That the tendril vine has more neatly curled 

Since it borrowed the grace of her ringlet's cluster. 

Declare to the men they are brave and just, » 

Fultilliug in peace ejich ordination — 
That they never are |dagned with wine or lust, 

Nor find in mammon tlie least temjitation ; 
Declare that each man w ho pretends to faith 

Devoutly feels what his tongue pcofesses; 
That truth gives her sanction to all he saltl>. 

And that virtue bin every action blesses. 

In short, if you w ill but tell lies enough, 

Giving each grown babe his toy of coral, 
You may sell a heap of the lialdei<t stntf 

That ever a parsojj dulihed as "moral! " 
To " bold uji the minor" is not your part — 

The likeness then would be far too real ; 
The world from its own foul face would start— 

You must give it a raiubow-bued ideal. 
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THE OLD BACHELOR'S NEW TEAR. 

Ob, the Bpring hath lem of brightness 

Every ye^n . 
And the snow a ghastlier whiteness 

Every year ; 
Nor do summer bloMoms quicken, 
Nor does autumn fruitage thicken 
As it did — the seasouH sicken 

Every year. 

■ It is snowing cold and colder 

Every year, 
And I feel tliat I am older 

Every year j 
And my limbs are less elastie, 
And my fancy not so jilastic — 
Yea, my habits grow monastic 

Every year. 

'Tis becoraing bleak and bleaker 

Every year, 
Andmyho]>e< arc wnxing weaker 

Every year ; 
Care I now fat merry dancing, 
Or for eyes with passion glancing? 
Love is less and less entrandog 

Every vear. 

Oh, the days that I have squandered 

Every ye^ir, • 
And the friendships rudely sundered , 

Everv vcjir : 
Of the ties that might have twined me, 
Until time to death resigned me, 
My infirmities remind me 

Every year. 

Sad and sad to look before us 

Every year, 
With a heavier shadow o'er ns 

Ever}" year ; 
To behold each blossom faded, 
And to know we might have made it 
An inunortiil pu-Iand, Imiidod 

Kound the year. 
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Bfany a spectral, beckoning finger, ' 

Year hv year, 
Chides me that so loug 1 linger, v 

Tear by year ; 
Every early comrade slecj»ing 
lu the church-yard, whitlier, \s eeping, 
I — alone unwept — am creeijing 

Tear 1)7 year. 



IN MEMORIAM. 

A summer twilight, soft, serene. 
When — led by one, her earliest Tassal— 

T1h> |ioet ftrst beheld the queen 
Ot uKuiy hearts and Carbon Castle. 

An oval fuce. tho eyes as clear 

As star-gleams uii a fountain dashing j 

Thebtows where pleasant th()n<;lit> appear 
Forever varied, changing, iia^iing. 

A vreaUh of beauty seldom seen, 
A regal grace of fnnii and gesture; 

And — as might well beht a queen — 
Some silken opnieooe of vestore. 

A queen by right of power to reign. 
Her sceptre hid in flowers that wreathe it, 

For crown a royalty of hrain. 

With a true woman's heart beneath it. 

Eyes black and luminous, searching oat 
The very soul's recondite essence ; 

And ease which sets at ease all donbt, 
Evmi of the timid, in her presence. 

Oh, armory of a woman's wit, 

With s<idc-arm pmiles from floor to rafter, 
I've seen a thousand facts submit 
Before her fire of Mini^ latighter. 

ISweet laughter, silvery as the strain 
Which the lark sings when heavenwazd going ; 

Prismatic bubbles of tlic brain 
In currents musical outflowing. 
II 
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All me ! tlie Iohk. calm summer eve, 
The doskjr twilight, closiug round us ; 

The pottdi whevein her words did weave . 
New meshes to the net that bound us. 

The very breezes seemed to move 

On tiptoe, dallying with her graces; 
The fountains in the dark ah-ovc 

iShot starwiird up with listening laces. 

She sings— and not the oriole's thront 
Pours tluslier music summer moriiiugs ; 

Each gesture of the hand or foot 
Ia instinct with most snbde warnings. * 

A garland from Titania's bower, 

Where twice the sanio loaves never enter, 
Save only one unvarying flower — 
The rose of kindness m the centre. 

A crown of jewels or a ring . 

In different lights each moment changing *, 
A fancy ever on the wing, 

To novel scenes and topics ranging. 

The fairy rooms, the glittering queen, 
The many splendors scattcnMl roiuid us: 

The rich good taste wliich rided, 1 ween, 
Where that swreet summer evening fbund us. 

The ebony casket of cigars — 

On each brown tube a memory lingers ; 
That night beneath tlic watching stars 

No sweeter contrast to white fingers. 

Peace to that casket T have said. 

And peace he with tlie goUlen-throttled 

8niall ilasks in which lay iced and hid 
The sun-wines they are dust who bottled. 

The echoes floating, fluttering jrrt, 

From all dear nooks of niemoiy starting; 

The talisman — " We once have met 
And parted, neither glad for parting 

No cloud this halcyon memory screen, 
JRaze rather all that leads or follon'S ; 

And let this evening with our qneen 
J3e still her faithful vassal's solace. 
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SECOND BOOK OF HOBACE, SIXTEENTH ODE. 

FK££LV TKANHLATED BY OUABLX8 IIBOADBKMT. 

TO WIDESWARTH. 

Wideswarth, the man who sails on the wide ocean 
When a dailc tempest has obscnred the moon, 

And not a <t;ir shines through the fierce commotion 
Of warring cioudfi along the horizon strewn — 

No ligh^r to guide his TeB8d--^wiIl he cease 

To ask <A henven the one great boon of peace? 

Thrace prnys for peace when her wild lances shiver 

Amid the shock of battle, and tVii priice 
The Mede, whose shoulders wear tlie graceful quivei', 

Prays to the gods — but it \& not for these ; 
Not by rich gems the treasure can be bought, 
Gold crowns and pnrple can affect it not 

Tis not in ancient pride or regal treasure 
To win us rest ; nor can the arm of law 

Eject grim care from the abode of pleasure, 
Nor bid it fnan the inmost heart withdraw; 

Around the gilded ronf <,'nef win^s its flight, 

Even like an owl amid the noonday light. 

The man luis jjesice who, happy on a little, 
Sits dow n contented to Ids fnigal board ; 

Who knows and feels that Fortune's gifts are brittle, 
Nor like a miser <p<'k< to swell his hoard; 

Him neither care nor avarice will keep 

From days of joy and nights of gende sleep. 

Why do wo change our country for another, 
lliat ghws perchance beneath a brighter son ? 

Can we escape oursehes, or can we smother 

The gi'iefs that with us o'er the wide earth run? 
Swift as the stag, and with the whirlwind's fbroe,' 
They climb the ship, and ride beside the horse. 

A mind well based ne'er (piestions of the monow — 
It feels the present, and enjoys the hour ; 

Nor asks the future for its share of sorrow — 

Twill come one day, and we must bide its power. 

Even then a smile w ill gild the gloomy strife, 

And mingle sweetness iu the cup of life. 
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Fate snatchetl away Acliilles ere his gloiy 

lu its meridian brilliancy had hhone ; 
Tithonoa wept that he grevr dd and hoaiy, 

And lived, though all that he hath loved were gone; 
And Time with partial hand may give to me 
8ome joy or hope that it denied to thee. 

A hmidred flocks lileat round your happy dwelling, 

i^icilian heifers low, and hones ntigh ; 
Kich i)uq)le rol>es, of costly odors ijmelling, 

Enwrap you round ; .while on my humble way 
Eate hath hestowed a amaUer 'state— Bome wk, 
And a contempt for thoee who laqgh at it. 



A BLOOMER LYKiC, 
"lien lonioAi., iioer kklakcbolv.** 

Oh, ladies, list the ditty snn^^ 

A (iolcftil ditty, very 
About a Bloomer fair and young — 

They called her Mrs. Perry ; 
Who, quite regnixlless of the law, 

Did leave her spouse— oh, heavens! 
^e wore the pants, and panted for 

The lawlese love of Levins. 

fiow, wow, wow. 

In Monson, Mass., the luckless spottse 

(Made lucky by the riddance) 
Proprieted a virtnons house 

(That is to say, he did once) ; 
But Levins Clough, with brass enough 

To make a copjKjr kettle, 
On Mrs. P. (ah ! woe is me I) 

His lewd regard did settle. 

Bow, wow, wow. 

And she did say unto herself, 
Shall I, the slave of dn^. 
Be laid upon the matron shelf 

To waste away my beauty ? 
No, no. Henceforth 1 bear comnuuul, 

Though prim Miss Prudence quarrels ; 
I've worn my husband's breeclies, and 

I'll make a breach of morals." 

Bow, wow, wow. 
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So, like :i "high, ?rr(mg-Tninded wife,** 

bhe toU Mm lier iuteution, 
PrefMured to fiioe his jealous strife 

Against her vow's infraction; 
But ht! (oh I wliat a brute is man !) 

Cried, " It' we may be .sundered — 
I'm very poor — but yet I can 

Afford to pay a hondred. " 

Bow, wow, wow. 

«o let US drink to Mr. P. 

Both in Champagne and Sherry — 
May each be-Bloomered hosband be 

As fortunate ns Perry. 
And may the naughty girls, who wear 

The manly pants and braces, 
Ne'er be embraced by manly arms, 

Nor kissed by bearded faces. 

Bow, wow, wow. 

And heie'.-i a glass to Mrs. P. — 

A full-Hedged Bloomer, very — 
Who found a way at least to make 

Her doleful husband merrj'. 
And may all wives, who lead their lives 

At sixes and at sevens, 
Exchange a husband's honest love 

For sucii a scamp as Levins. 

Bow, wow, wow. 



NEW YORK CRYSTAL PALACE. 

Ye wha direct the Exhibition, 

An' manage a' things wi' precision, • 

Mock'na a simple bard's petition, 

Wha's pouch is bare. 
An' yet wad like to feast his vision 

On yon big feir. 

*Tl8 true I'm but a j)oortith wight. 
Come here to wrastle and to fight 
For roof an' hearth, daes an' bite; 

My voice is sma', 
Bnt no afeard to crack the right 

Afore ye a'. 



* 
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Though fifty cents he amsx' to you, 
A mere card-counter, like eneugb. 
There's mooy an honest lad wad lue 

That sma' amount ; 
His bairns' bellies maun be fu\ 

An' trifles count. 

If yotirs were like a kintra show, 

To >v luch but aince we speer tu go, « 

Your bonnie ( harKC, though fiir frae low, 

I wad na slum ; 
I'd in, an' tak the furemust row, « 

An* see the fan. 

But yours is nae sic feckless play 
That ane can ken it in a day. 
Unless, in a ildered way, 

lie gapes an' glowers ; 
Sic wark demands an' wad repay 

Saxscore o' hours. 

An' how, I ask, can chiels afford, 
Wha's gains are sma'-an' labor hai tl, 
A muckle sura that should be shared 

\Vi' his wee bodies ? 
I'm feared they'd lack for l>cd an' board, 

An' shoes an' duddies. 

Forbye, in an iiidiisu ial tilt, 
Thougli ither fla^^'s be l)oiinier ^'ilf. 
Wha s banner should gang tir.>t ui till't 

Unless o' those 
* Wha's joints hae crack'd, wha's sweat was spilt 

Afore it rose ? 

"WliMt Iiae tlie ricli, the dizzen'd crowd, • 

In a the place to mak them proud Y 

They've neither welded, wove, nor plow'd, • 

Ni ir Mear'd their een, ^ 
Whyles Labor uiuy proclaim aloud, 

"The show is mine!'* 

"Frae deep foundation e'en to dome, 

The ^itt'rin' aisles thnragfa which you roam. 

The gallery that, light as foam, 

O'er a' expands, 
The palace an* its treasures come * 

Flrae these rough handn." 
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Let Sedgwkk now -a sonsy man — 

Tell the directors o' his plan, 

An' say, " Though wrangly we began, 

Tis time to truckle ; 
A thousand mickle soon outrun 

The tivescore muckle." 

Here folk fr:u> ilka clime nre met — 
A wae-disposed, monarchic set — 
A* peerin* roan*, if they can get 

(Lang may they need thenul) 
ik>me proofs to say that Labor yet 

Wins nocht firae Freedom.** 

Ye may de*)>ii^e us an' ye will, 

But we're tlie els niauu foot yom* bill ; 

The " Upper Ten'' hae looked their till, 

An', sliould yon flout us, 
I'm feared ye ll hae an empty till 

At least without ns. 

An' what for no should we na \yui, 
Some [)oints demand it oat an* in? 
The gnimn>»"fc« o' as workin' men 

Are easy snarlin', 
But ower the whirligig we grin 

Like Stemie*8 starlhi*. 

Let Sedgwick tak anither thought : 
Kickshaws to labor's wame are naught, 
Nor -can we pay the prices soiif;ht 

By those bright lasses 
Frae whom mysel', vestreen, I bought • 

Twa jelly glasses. 

1>apont an' Davis — soldiers baith — 

I swear till ye, npon my aith, 

That, though ye aft hae grappled death 

\Vi' sabres can-in*, 
Ye wadna bide the risin' wrath 

O' downright stanrin*. 

I'm done ; nor care I now a flea 
If lugh or low yon gar it be ; 
But this I swear, uae doit frae me 

Your nieves shall mortar, 
nil into yonr big house the key 

Is "Cash— one qiwrter." 
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THE E\'ERGLADE8 WITHDKAVV. 

8ENATOIW Yll.r.K AND MM.I.OItY TAKINQ LKAVK. 

As they rose to tuke their leave 
Of the old fanoiliar hall^ 

Their manly sides did Iieave 

In tlie bitterness of gall ; 
Twas a sad and gloomy hour 

To men so framed as they. 
For, bcsiilos their lt>s< of place and power, 

They also lost iheir pay ; 
Yes, besides their loss of ploice and power, 

'Hiey also, lost their pay. 

As thoy view the frescoed Imll, 
8till lotli to quit their mates, 

In the filtered betuns that fall 
Through the blazoned shields of state, 

Though no arfjiiment for lo\e 
Of our eonunon flag they sought, 

Yet the sunlight streaming ftom above 
This Union lesson taught — 

Yea, the blesised sunlight from above 
lliU Union lesson taught : 

As the son, suprane and bright, 
Shining equally <m all, 

Poureth (h)\vn a comnion light 
On this cry suil-covered hall, 
So our Union — orb of orbs— 
, Sheds ft gloiy fixed and true, 
• Though the shield of eveiy state absorbs 
Some beams of different hae; 
Though the shield of every state absorbs 
Some beams of varied hue. 

"Would you tear the tenijde down, 

Change our blessing to a bane. 
And plack ftom natiinihood the crown 

It cost so much to gain ? 
If no inner voice upbraids, 

If no patriot i)romptings wani. 
Back to your swamjis and evei|;hule8 

Where alligators swarm — 
Those Indian-haunted swamps and glades 

Where alligators swarm* 
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*' We may hearken to your call, 

And take pity on your fate, 
When the monsters round 7011 erawl. 

And tlie rod men lie in wait; 
Some relief we may aftord — 

But tempt us not too far ; 
A thousand years lia\'e not restored 

The IMciads' vvjuidering star — 
Tlie six briglit sisters hare ignored 

That sad, repentant star. 

** Now go, if go yoa most ; 

We fling the portals wide ; 
Go, if you think your quarrel just, 

And dare its trial bide ; 
Our Union's dome beneath 

We miss no single star. 
No weajjons shall our hands unsheath 

\n\w homeward way to har^ 
Twiiic ti ir yoiirsclve-; a separate Wfeaih, 

And >liine a single star. ^ 

"Of many Howers and vines 

In glittering contrast, now 
The garland of the Union shines 

On freedom's radiant brow; 
The bud you gave take down, 

But think of this and heed- 
Today ris prii tion of a crown, 

To-monx»w but a weed — 
To-daj *tis part of Freedom's crown ; 

Bemoved— a worthless weed.*' 

* « « * • ^ 

The two grew pale and tliin. 

And they trembled in their shoes; 
Yea, every inch of qnivdring skin 

Exuded iey dews ; • 
But to treason they were pledged, _ 

Though they found the trial sore, 
And, as nearer to the door they edged, 

They blubbered more and more ; * 
To Disunion as they nearer edged, 
features shocked them m<Hre. 

At last th^ fled away 

Info darkness — to their fate. 
God speed them ! we can only pray. 
And save them ere too late ; 

12 H2 
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And God save nil the weak 
WhOfftom 8ome fancit d wrong, 

Tlirow off — not knowiiij; w hut thej seekr~ 
The buckler of the strong — 

The Union's bond to sever seek. 
The bncUer of the strong. 



TEN TEARS TOO LATE. 

I own thy beauty onoe did thrill 

My every vein with living fire, 
My soul lay »uyect to thy will, 

To kill with nowns— with smiles inspire ; 
But ])assion c alms its headlong tide, 

And youthful dreams will dimmer grow 
When met with thut unyielding pride — 

Such as was yours ten years ago. 

One heedless word can oft destroy 

The h()|n' to which a soul is clinging; 
The tender dower of love and joy 

Can brook no storm across it winging. 
So, hidy, let us both forget 

The thought 'tis only jmin to know, 
And meet as though we ne'er had met 

In that past life—" ten years ago.** 



BIRTH OF THE BATTLE TBAB. 

OXKN8 ov Dieimsir sunT«o>iK 

Gloomy and dark was the night, when a Fate 
( laradred, and loudly, outside the gate: 
'• ' >]»cii ami fling the Dead Year out — 
Welcome the New with a festal shout ! 
'Tis a ruddy child, with dimpled Umbs, 
And eyos that no care or sorrow dims ; 
Welcome it, then, with cheers and hymns — 
Welcome the young New Tear !** 

Never a laugh through the castle rang. 
But the holts shot back with a heavy clang ; 
The dickering lamps gave a wnn blue light 
Ai> the h\i\6i rushed in from the sleety night ; 
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And around the couch of the dying } cai-, 

With faces reflecting both soitow and fear, 

Gathered the waiters from far and near — 

Not a smite for the yoimg Nevr Year. 

• < 

Beneath black rafters, curving down 

O'fflP a fioor of bhxck and walls of l)rown, 

Stretched on a pallet, with struggling breath, 

The Old Year sought the escape of death ; 

While around him stood, in a mute, sad ring, 

Mniiv who only had felt his sting, 

But w ho feared some more evil and hideous thing 

In the reign of the young New Tear; 

** Fling wide the carved nnd ponderous door: 
Lift him gently, and walk Ik fore. 
Ye with the hoods and rods of white j 
Carry him out into empty night ; 
For the clock betokens the midnight hoar, 
And his death-knell tolls in the ivied tower— 
This moment, for weal or woe, to power 
Ascends the young New Year. 

** Dark Fate, mth clouds and shadows capped. 
In whose wide mantle, close enwmpi)ed, 

The young Xt w YiMr is hither borne. 
Hath the w orld cause to smile or moum ? 
What say the omens of his reign ? 
Wliiitdothe Do t lilies ordain — 
Is it peace or i tattle, joy or pain ? 

Speak for the young New Year." 

Xo word the dark, mute Fate let fall 
As l^er shadow flitted across the wall ; 
But, bending over the vacant couch, 
One moment she a])]>eared to crouch ; 
Then, rising, towering higher and higher,. 
Seen by the light of the flickering fire, 
Just on her exit the lamps expire— 

Sad sign for the young New Year. 

"Trim the li;;hts afresh till they ;dl burn bright; 
Fill the wassail bowl for one festal night; 
Hum larger 1<^ till the flames reveal 
Those shapes which the shadows now conceal; 
Let the oldest flagons of wine be brought, 
And the best old stories our fathers taught, 
And the songs that were dearest in youth be sought 
To welcome the young New Year." 
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>u passed the night in a feverish dream, 
In pleasures that had n hectic gleam ; 

For beneutli the gnyest smile, thus forced. 
Cold tremors of terror thrilled and coinx- l ; 
And the groined- roof, ciu ving grimly down 
O'er a floor of black and walls of brown, 
Had a mystical tlirent — a ]>r(>pheti<' frown — 
As we ioa5ied the yomig New Venr. 

When morning lUiwned and the tihudow:i tied, 
We drew the curtains, and round the bed 
vVll gathered to see what the Fate had left 
To replace the Old Year, of lil".' liercCi. 
'Twab a sickly child, of a wan, pale ia( 
With many a mutter and strange grimace— 
**'Ti8 a poor exchange wc li:\\c had in place ' 
Of the dead niul gwia- t )ld Vear." 

But let's make the best of the evils known — 
Let the boldest front to the foe be shown ; 
For still in the heart of the nation dwells 
A ]>ii]-p tbaf fri!i» to the I'liiiin swells; 
And perhaps the omeufi we now deplore, 
Heralding carnage from shore to shore, 
May be lessons nu'rely. and Jintliiti;: more, 
Designed for the young Mew Year. 

So bring the --in and dork the couch. 

Let the prophets of good their faith avouch; 
Let every foreboding of ev!I fiide, 
And the birth of this ominous year he made 
So Joyous and festive, with song and wine. 
That, even though 'coming with ill design, 
The purpose of wrong it may yet resign — . 

Thus we drink to tlie young New if ear. 



THIRTY YEARS OLD. 

*Twas twelve o'clock, and the house was hushed; 

The fire was low — 'twas wintiy weather; 
The mirror with iiiriil lij^ht was iiushed. 

And the very clKiirs seemed to creq> together. 

I sat and thoii;;Iit, in a dreamy way. 

Of dear old friends and dear old places, 
And round me gathered an odd array 

Of old, fimtastic, friendly fiices. 
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Sitting alone in my ensy-chair, 

Slii»i)erecl niul j^^dwnoil for n night of leisure, 
ttuddenlj^ came a step ou the stair, 

Haltini^and sloiv as an old man's .measnre. 
Twisting arouiul with a nervous start 

As I heard the door-kuol) c lick and rattle, 
. You could hear the beatings of my heart 

As I braced myself for a burglar battle. 

Kcarer and nearer the footsteps greir ; 

Holding my lireath, I braced my stnews; 
blower it cumo as closer it drew — • 

"TIs death,"I mnttefed,"if this continaea. 
Comol" I (lied, with a nerAons twinge; 

And opening stealthily, half way shrinking, 
'Hie door reTohred tm its silver hinge, 

And my heart the while kepft siidting^-ainking. 

In then popped an old white head, 

Cnrinii>ly riiik!(>il, caiiously ruddy: 
" Old 1 at her Time 1 am called," he said; 

" May I pay you a visit in yonr study ?" 
I laughed : " Oh ho ! no burglar this ! 

Woh-ome. old Time, thou doubt-dissolvor ; 
But it s well fur you, by Jove it is, 

That I hadn't my hand on a C!olt s TevoWer." 

Bitterly smiled the wrinkled man- 
Bitterly smiled as in sad derision : 
Killing' old Time is an easy plan. 
Which thousands appear to naTe made thdr mission. 

But you, " and here he grimly bowed, 

The grimmest of all grim smiles dispensing. 

*' Are neither so hot-brained, nor half so lou(i 
As yon were when the raoe was first commencing. 

** YonVe learned, T guess, that the world is not 

A bowl in which only sweet tliiii^rs min^^e; 
That j>leasure and jmin are the common lot, 

^^^1ich seldom or never ai)proach us single ; 
You are taught that words do not always show 

The lienrt's sincere and true confession ; 
Aiidvou've leiirned to scan tlie straight-laced man, 

Who is loudest and longest in fiur profession." 

** So fiur, all's well ; but more remains ; 

You must now take care of the dollars dirty ; 
A man should have something to show for his pains 
By the time he tarns ^e stile of thirty. 
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Get you a wife !" At tliat fe^rfcil thought, 
Waking, fnun out my chair I started} 

*'CopyI'.' my printer's devil cried, 
And my vision of Time was a thing departed. 



SIMILES. 

One nskcd mc where the sanUf^ grenRr, 

And where it never dies? 
In nUence then I pointed to 

Hie heaven in Sylvia^s eyes. 

Another, where the moon doth go 

AVhen paled I)y moniing's glare? 
'*Gaze — gaze on Sylvia's brcjist of bnow, 
You'll see the moonlight there." 

* A third said, where <loth A'irtne rest ? 
Then forth my wonU did sfait : 
*' In Sylvia's faee you'll find cxpress'd 
Tlie go(xlness of her heart." 

In search of beauty, grace, and wit, 

No longer vainly stray, 
Seek 8ylvia's shrine, and at her iiMi 

Your humblest homage pay. 



NEW VERSION OF JOHN BKoWN, 

AS'ODOBCfiKI* WITU IMMENSE EFFECT BY TOE TUmn BUObE I8LAM> NEOR«» 
imiSTBSLa, AVTAOIHKD TO THB IKKTH ABHT O0SF8, MAIKNI M, 1818. 

Words 1)7 Rev. K. A. Fceneta, LL.I1, ; Hade b7 BmfS 

[Ye first verse recites ye entirely triumjjhal manner of General Fos- 
ter's entry into Tort Royal Harbor, thereunto adding ye attitude 
in which ye general returned to Norff CaroIiny.J 

John G. Foster, oh ! he brought his body South, 
John G. Foster, oh ! he brought liis liody South, 
But Johnny has gone homeward with his fingers in his mouth. 

As we go marching on. 

Sing fchoms led by y'at distinguished BoldioMnan, Briguuiei* 

General E. E. Potter] 
Sing Glory, glory hallelujah, etc, etc. 

{Verse Second, chanted after ye manner of a dirge by ye Brignclier 
General Ledley, witii ye starred, red shoulder-straps, sets forth ye 
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object which brought ye great General Foster South, and rellect* 
onbecuniingly on ye pow^ of ye second Big lugin I'otter an a 
]deader.] 

John G. Foster, oh I for Charleston he was hot, ' 
John G. Foster, oh 7 for Charleston he was hot. 
He gave his case to Potter, but ye plouler irant to pot, 
And Hunter marched hhii on. 
Sing [chorus led by ye man witli starred, red shoiihlcr -trn]is, 
and illustrated with recriminating variations by ye great 
8oIdier>inan Potter] 
l^ng GI017, i^ory hallelojah, etc. , etc. ^ 

[Verse Third pays ye Homage of devout admirstion to ye nnsnrpass- 

ed and magnificent qualities of ye members of ye gn eat Conqueror 
Foster's statt^ — ^ail ye members of ye staff", without exception, join- 
ing in ye choms at ye top of iheir voices, but none othfflv singing. 
Chorus led by Surgeon Snelling, ye medical director.] 

John G. Foster, oh! had a brilliant .staff, 
John G. Foster, oh 1 had a brilliant staff. 
Bat honest Uncle David, oh ! he couldn't stand their chaff. 

And so he marched them on. 

J^ing [chorus led witli a will liy Lieutenant Culmiel Francis 
Darr, ye chief commissary, who has pledged himself to is- 
sue extra rations of je beverage known as " B. 'WUsI?** to 
every one oatside ye staff itself who will join in ye above 
verse] 

Sing Giory, glory hallelujah, etc., etc. 

[Verse Fourth recites, with a \igor and terseness that is refreshing, 
ye action taken by ye real Big Ingin of ye department, otherwise 
known us ye "Uncle David," and which aetion was communicated 
to ye brilliant staff aforesaid, as his high appreciation of their 
many excellent qoalities, by ye fierce litde man y*clept Migor E. 
Worthington Smiff, with two effs.] 

" Git out of my department," was our Uncle David's crj-, 
"Git out of my department," was our angry uncle's cry, 
'* Away to Jolm G. Foster by the first conveyance fly. 
And say Tm marching on." 

Sin;U' [elioriis led by ye gay and festive Fessenden, with ac- 
companiments of high old equestrian feats by ye boy Skinner 
and ye Acting Assistant Adjntsnt General Seaty, Acting 
Deputy Commodore Kin/ie ]»laying a break-down on ye 
bai\}0, and dancing ye same, while ye agent of Adami^'s Ex- 
press chimes in with tc appropriate melody of a Hebrew's 
labial and dental harp^ 

Siilg Glory, gioiy halieliyah, etc., etc 
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[Verse Fiftii is of deeply and touchingly pathetic kind, all the 
chief monrnew harihg wet red cotton kerchiefs applied to their 

streamiug eyes^ — the youth Samuel Stockton giving an occiL-ional 
mop with his o^n wipe to je streaming visiomiry orbs of General 
Seymour, whoso hands are occupied in playing ye Dead March of 
Saul on a flute specially muffled for ye occasion hy Lieutenant 
Colonel J. F. Hall, r.M.G. — meaning IVovider of iNIu.-ical Gear 
for the Department. Severail cuUud put^^uns enter while this 
chorus is going, squeeze the red cotton kerchiefs into huckets, 
wliidi are then carried down to ye good ship ".lohn Faroii."and 
there presented to ye great soldier-man E. E. Totter, in a neat 
speech, delivered in Congo dialect by ye boy.**Congre8B,*' who 
has been retained for this ceremony.] 

For John (J. Foster, boys, we drop onr tender tears, 
And tor the stM* of Foster, boys, we shed severial tears ; 
ISiey've gone np in a big baUoon, and won't come down for yeaiv, 
As we go marching on. 

Sing [('horns led hy Major Smitt", in a pair of blue soldiers 

pants, fitting miraculously round his flanks] 
8ing Glory, gloiy hallelujah, 
Glory, gh^ry hallelujah, 
Gloi^, glory hallelujah. 

As we go mushing on. , 
HeadQaarters, Hilton Head, &C. 



O'MAHONY OF THE COMER AGHS.'"' 

Av uoTAnoM OP nus ANoncNT iBisn, from tiik wobiu ov the foub mastbbs. 

ft 

Give me your hand, O'Mahony ; 
C'ome to my heart, O'Mahony ; 
SViend of my soul. O'Mahony — 

Chief of the Comerat'hs ! 
Great have your toils been, O Maliony ; 
Long has your watch been, O'Mahony ; 
Soon we will rest, < )'Maliony — 

Kest on tlie Coineraghs. 

Lot the dogs bark, O'Mahony; 
Snarl at your heels, ( )'Mahony ; 
Snarling and barking, O'Mahony- 

Chief of the Comeraghs I 
Tliis tijey can prove, O'Mahony — 
All they can prove, O'Mahony— 
They are not fit peers for O'Mahony, 

Chief of the Comeraglis I 
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Black are the mountains, ( »'M;)hony, 
Swift are the strciims, () .Maljoiiy, 
iT'ruitful aiid gieen are the valleys, 

Far hid in tho InislieaOomeniglM. 
(Jrav are the nu ks, O'Mahonv, 
Lioidea the furzes, O Mahony, 
And purple and drooping tHe heather bell^i, 

Clothing the CmneraghB. 

Wildly the eagles, O'MMhony, 
Scream o'er the peaks, ( )Mahony, 
Where tiie soft cloud> of tiie moruiug 

vStoop to the ComeraghB; 
Tlicre we will rest, ()'Mali(iiiy — 
Kest on some ledge, O'Mahony, • 
Looking &r down, O'Mahony-- 

Down iit>in the Ckuneraghs. 

Thousands of smoke-wreaths, 0*Afohony, 
Curlhig np J)liiely. O'Maliuny. 
From the thati hed roofs hencaiii us. 

Couched in tlic Comeraghs, 
These we will w;iken, O'Mahony—- • 
Wukea w ith bugles, O'Mahony, 
'When oar old banner goes homeward, 

And visits tibe Comeragh's. 

High on that ledge, O'Mahonv, 
Soon tlif ^reen It.nnier. O'Mahonv, 
"Siui-ljur>t aiul liaip ' far tlasliiiig, 

We ll give to the Comeraghs; 
While thick throu^'h the valleys, O'Mahony, 
8warm all the true men, O'Mahouy, 
Shouting and pushing to join us, 

High up on the 8teq» €omera^s. 

oil, l,y the God of all battles! 
Oh, by the great Cod of buttles! 
The spirits of Hugh ami 1 \rconnell 

Will smile on the Comeragha. 
By the ghoAts of Kildare and of Lucan, 
By the blood of O'Niel and Lord Kdwaitl, 
By Emmet and Tone, our lost leaders, 

We'll meet on the Comemghs ! 

And then, like a torrent, O'Mahony, 
Bursting down headlong, O'Mahony, 
With fair TipjMjmry beiot e us, 

Behind us the grim Oomeragha, 
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Our bind shall ho free, O'Mahoiijr — 
Free as tlie eagles, O'Mahoiiy, 
Swoopiiig and screaming in circles 

Bound the peaks of the great Comer«ghs. * 



A TOAST AND A CHEER 

Gather romul me, friends and comrades^ 

Let us drink a wassail bowl 
"To the gentle hearts that love us, 

To the pure and good of soul.'* 
Life is short, too quickly passing, 

And each year seems but a day — 
Then accept each Hying moment^ 

And enjoy it wliiJe we may. 

What is sorrow met with oowage? 

For it can not bring disgmce, 
And misfortune soon will vanish 

If you look it in the face. 
The coward shrinks and shivers 

A\nien the clouds their shadows cast ; 
The brave man trusts in God alone, 

And struggles to the last. 

What matter if dull slanders* tooth 

Hath fastened (tn thy name. 
Or years of labor liud thee still 

Wi^ont a golden fiune ? 
Time settles with us, one and all: 

bo pay no worldly tdl. 
But drink " to those who love U8|" 

To the pure and good of soul. 



LABOR'S WAR SONG. 

Up, brethren, Tip ! Tlie world is not 

i>o bad as some would make it, 
Although we laB a stubborn lot, 

The plow of toil can break it ; 
And wheat — a sea of aml>er-froth — 

White apple bloom and blushing cherries, 
WMl soon replace the thistle growth 

And bitter bramble-berries. 
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For lif(^'s a field — a goodly field, 
Where skill and long endeavor 

Can make the barren wilderness 
Her Eden bowar forever. 

Wherever Keason bids yon ^o, 

He prompt and firm to follow; 
Never build a houi^ on Age's snow — 

Tradition is but hollow. 
With eyes that never shun the light. 

Even though it show your ])ast mischances, 
Hide down tlie i)hantom blood of night 
With troops of gallant fencies. 

For life's n fight — a stiibhorn fight,- 

Where hope and fresh endeavor 
Can overcome theliost of Care 
Forever and forever. 

Should sorrow liem you in npon 

Some bleak and lonely mountain, 
Ne'er sigh for the forsaken lawn 
And willow-shaded foantain ; 
But on the lightniiig-shiverod top, 
. Learn of the eugle self-reliance, 
And let the whirlwinds, as they drop, 
Bear dowii your bold defiance. 

For life's a fight — a gallant fight. 

Where heart and strong endeavor 
Shall win the palm and wear the palm 
Forever and forever. 

Besieged in Want's despised retreat, 

• An(i with resource but scanty, 
Fling over half you'd like to eat. 

That men may think you've plenty; 
"INvas thus the Goth was driM n from Home, 

And 'tis a maxim broadlv lioman, 
Whatc'cr the tesirs that hA at lunne, 
TffHlgh loud before your foeman. 

For life's a siege — ^a long-drawn siege, 

A fierce protracted tml, 
Where fate forever gives the palm 
To hope and self-denial. 

Should those you befriended in distress 

Forget you — 'tis the fashion — 
Ne'er let them know their worthlessness • 

Had power to move your pasnon ; 
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Be t ool, and <iiiile ; the war of life 

Again maj- ijlacc yuu far above tliem; 
And, shonldyoii chance to meet in strife, 
Then prove how miieh you love them. 
For lifo s a flght — a varying fight, 

Dd^t and victory blended, 
Though wrong may trininph for a while, 
Right w in< ere all ended. 

fcjhonld she who sliarctl your summCT lot 

Now shun yoiu' cold caresses, 
Oh, blame her not — oh. hurt her not, 

But loose her golden joshes : 
iShe never loved : no power on earth 

Gto change a wommi's true aflfection, 
Nor is tlie haggard fdcon worth 
A moment Had dejection. 

Forget her frailty in the fight 

Where hniin and bold endeavor 
Still win at will a changeless crown 



Avoid the fruitless strife of creed — 

You can not turn or guide it ; 
Let heaven award the \ ictor's meed, 

And priest with priest decide it ; 
Believe that life is fleeting Inmth, 

He just to man and love your neighbor. 
And take this ritual for your faith — 
"Truth, temperance, and labor;" 

And thus the clouds of wrong that vdl 

The heaven of life will sever. 
And the palm be his who wears the mail 
Of fiuth and firm endeavor. 



TRANSLATIONS FROM HORACE^NO. XL 



BOOK III., ODB Xn. VBKT nULY TBAXSLATSD BT OBABLM BBOADflBKT. 

Thou precious cask, sealed np on the same morning 

Mine eyes first opened to the sun's bright ray, 
My dusty cellar-bin so long adorning, 

Come forth, and shed your iVau;! am e on my way. 
Whether you hold within you fui><l of ((uarrel. 

Or wit, or love, or gentle sleep, or play, 
Come*fi-om your shelf, my old and trusty barrel, 

AVe'll tap your side on this ausi»do«s day. 



Forever and forever. 
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Desccml ! for Wideswiirth conies, nml a\ oiild inspect thee*; 

i'our forth a flood of rich and nudlow wine ; 
His Bonl will not Maine-lawishly reject thee, 

Though it lias drunk rlie music of the Nine. 
Old Cato's iron virtue iii recorded. 

When fMl of thee^ more tenderly to shine, 
And many a ( arewoni it i-; rewarded 

By the »uft stimulant it tinds in thiue. 

You wise the cares, and fears, and scci i't sorrows, 

Kveu of tlie wise, with each inspiring drop ; 
The trembling soul fWrni yon fhesh courage borrows, 

And weak men cry to weahliv tvrants "Stu]*!"^ 
luiipired with thee, the coward tears no longer, 

For thon unto him art a sturdy pro]) ; 
And poor men bow not down nnto the stranger, 

J3ut call them truly either knave or fop. ' 

Come. Father Baeehus. and tIku!, ( Vprinn ;;oddefl8. 

If in good huinor, come, and bring along 
The Graces, each with an nngirdled bodice — 

Come to the wine-( U|i iiiid the gladdening Pong. 
Come ; and with ndrtb, and reveling, and dancing. 

We'll drive away whatever doleful seems, 
Until bright Phoobus, o'er the monntain glancing, 

Outshines onr light in his more plenteous beams. 



THE SOUVENIR. 

« 

Ah I lady, howsoe'er it fall 

In Time's protnu-ted race, 
No flowers are needed to recall 

Thy pnre and gentle face. 
Within my heart thy iniai'c lives 

Through all life's busy hours, 
While hope a greater perfume gives 

Than e'er was breathed by flowers. 

But thanks for the memorial sent, 

The leaf anil ]»ansy too. 
So Ileal ly and so sweetly blent 

Within the ribbon blue. 
When fade-; from every leaf the tint, 

Yet prized by me the same ; 
Mt beating heart shall proudly hint 

From whence the leaflets came. 
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Fit cinhlems of our summer honrs. 

Without a cloud o ercast, 
The ribbon with it8 votive flowers 

Shiill well reciiU the past— 
Kecall me to the beach of saiid 

Where still the breakers shine, 
And tlie gentle lady from \\ liose hand 

Tlus pausy passed to miae. 



TO A WEALTHY ABltVTEUR CRITIC. 

MOT AT A.VL SVVPOSBI> TO BB WKTITCM BT LOID nTBOM. 

They tell me 'tis dedded yon condemn ; 

You may be \\ rong, or I, perhaps, too vain; 
I have no })ower the critic-power to stem. 

Nor, though X had, should 1 incur the puin ; 
Far easier is it for me to omtemn 

You and your censure, as you scorn my strain. 
My verse, it ^ms, calls forth your moral fears, 
And o'er each page you shed " Pecksniffian** tears. 

I wrote — still scribble — and for this have lost 

Some idle hours and your e~Hteemed esteem; 
Isor do 1 yet regret what it liath cost, 

Nor yonr sluup stricture as condnsive deem ; 
Ko tender flower that withers in tjie frost, 

No milksop minstrel in a sickly dream, 
I still can sleep, walk, dance, and drink and dinu, 
Head year critiques — and some are really fine. 

Your pen is iif your life a thing apart— • . 

It is my wiiole existtnice. Yoti may gain 
An hour's amusement from the scribbling art — 

I write for bread ; and if this be a stain 
Upon my muse's 'scutcheon, ask your heart 

What could you do should fortune not ] cmaiu 
Tour ftieod as now ? Is this conclnabn righ t— 
I eat and scribble ; yoa would starve and write? 

You mil proceed in yonr ungnerdoied way, 

Condemnitig fifty and jiemsing one ; 
¥k)y me, so long as i)nblishers will pay, 

I own my course of rhyming but bq;nn. 
Sr;ili> as you will— no leniency, I pray; 

1 ueitlier hate a critic nor a dun ; 
Both, to be sure, are necessary evils — 
Bad at the best, but not entirely devils. 
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" verses are unequal." Be it so. 
The worid itself is full of woe and weal : 

My pen still follows where my feelings flow . 
And, good or bad, I speak the thing I feel. 

As the muse wills it, why the jade may go ; 
I own no snaltie, and I use no heel ; 

The spavined Pegitsus just takes her lei-snre, 
Nor e'er for business will forego her jikuisure. 

I have no more to suy — ^j'ct scribble still, • 
Eking out lines as spinners do their Dax ; 

I had not lived till now could critics kill 

(Wluit rhyme will ser\'e ? Oh tell me, John G. Soxe! 

In words, I know, thou hast a pretty skill — 
Arch w ielder of the jingling lingual axe. 

Seel cnniiired tims hy liiin. their master-spirit 

KiiyiiR's Imp into \\\\ lines soon as his name they hear it.) 

And so farewell, my critic. I have brought 

A friend to help me in the dire distress 
Of that last stanza, where I else was caught 

In what the world calls "an infernal mess." 
Pour out your vials ; let each sentence, fraught 

With scorn and hatred, down upon me press; 
I wait witli meekot i>atience your review, 
But, for the prui»eut, \s'\i\\ you well. Adiea ! 

SYLVIA. 

Oil riy, my heart, to Sylvia fly, 
And tell her that 1 pine — 1 die — 
That every breath is bat a sigh 

Of grief— of ]t;iin — for love's desires. 
Oh! tell her tliat so fondly shrined 
Within my heart her image kind. 

To all bc-i(le iny soul is blind. 
And love consumes me with its fires. 

Oh ! tell dear Sylvia that my brain 

Awakes to lite and hope again, 

And thoughts that long have dormant lain 

.Come rushing at a headlong put e. 
Oh say, my heart, that she alone 
Has tan^t thee secrets long unknown, 
And all my soul to her has flown— 

The queen of beauty, luve, and grace. 
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Hetnrn, my iieurt, fruiu i^yivia's anub, 

And my res]>on8iTe love alamw 

Ilcr brea-t — so fair from virgin ebarms, 

And bids me to her bosom tly. 

My passion knows no pnrar bliss — 
No love — no other life but this ; 
Ono boiir of henveii in Syh ia's kiss— 

One wiu*m embrace ol'lo\c — ihen diel 

()ldi:n MEMuiai'S. 

Once again, with memory toying, 
Brings a vision of the past — 

Even,' okleii will employing, 

Ojieniiig treasures ricli and \;ist. 
Comes tbe early passion, twining 

All a world of rapturou.s bliss, 
Boybood's youthfid bopcs and dremniug 

Crowned and radiaut witb a kisii. 

Sorrowing pass in endlos* nnmhor 

Wiadowy filos of niaicliing yoars, 
Boned in |h i i i tual slumber, 

Dimmed and stained witli !)itter tears. 
FalLs, ill gentle dalliance, lunging 

O'er the mirror of my brain 
One fond sba]>o. and romid it throning, 

I>ove and hope awake again. 

Ah I tbnt phantom lot me follow; 
Nothing can its place supply \ 

All succeeding hopes are hollow- 
Dust and ashes to tlie eye. 

Qone the glorious inspiration. 
Girdling life with passion's zone, 

Leavin;.; but the dull stagnatiim 
Of tiie lieart when ail is known. 

Panting, longing for tlio highest. 

And cunilemned to sigh in vainf 
Seeing hopes that seemed the nigbest 

Vanish like a ghostly train: 
Little left to make exertion 

Worth the labor of its cost — • . 
All that is a weary version 

Of the peiished and the lotft. 
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Oh I in many a night of sorrow, 

When the hours have no relief. 
And the darkness seems to bonw 
Deeper shndtnv s fnnu our grief- 
Then again, with memory toying, 
* Comes the vision of the past, 
And on these our thooghts emplojinf^ 
Daylight breaks on us at last. 



THE^VJlilCAL GINGERNUTS. 

In the ui)p<>r cnist ring there's a gay little diqaey 

Who greatly admire one another, 
And who go to the theatre once In a week 

To sploTge it and kick up a bother. 
Tbcnr hire a cheap box, ana within it they crowd 

Till as full as a bandbox they Ve packed it. 
And tlicy laugh and tell stories so noisy and load 

That the whole of the house is distracted. 

*'Tlu! Oingornut Club" they are hnpy-ily called, 

And a giiigcrltread crew you will lind them; 
By frowns of impatience and raps unajipalled, 

No restraints of deromm ciiii Itiud them: 
They grin and they smirk, do these small upper '"crust," 

()n a niutnal plan of admiring, 
And youM think, as you watched them in pain and disgiist, 

"Twafi the house, not the box, they were hiring. 



TIIE MARCUIONESS. 

A summer languor dreaming o or bor face, 
A look half smile — yet breathing iialf a sigh— - 

Her step an echo whispering eveiy grace, 
The stately marchioness sweeps grandly by. 

A form that no rude gesture ever mars, 

Its glowing beauty radiant in repose; 
Warm as the snnbeam — ^tranquil as the stare^ 

Chaste as the lily— sensnons as the rose. 

A brow as clenr as April morning :iir, 
A mild gnly eye of rich aud lustrous hue ; 

Koft waving tresses of dark auburn hair, 
And sh^-shaped ears, nnall and veln-poiciled Une. 

13 I 
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Lips, ri> iiling Cupid's roseate bed of flowers, 
iStiiud sentry at a gate of glistening pearl ; 
V voice like inelodiss of childhood's hoiir<> 

Bridging (he lost years of the buddiog girl. 




A vesture regal as an Orient queen, 

A -^ingle Jewel Hasliiiig vainly liright, 

Sf^r^Liiiir ti\ rivnl witll \t< liHIIiiiiit «iliAPn * 

# Her swan-like bosom, pore and ivory white. 




Her motion was one grand liaruionious swell 
Of charmed music when the eye is fiiir; 

AtlH HA <sli0 \V9i11cp<1 51 Frntrrfint itw'^^twp ft^ll 

From garment perfumes to anoint the air. 




Ah! life, that lingeiod in tliat jilacid look 
Like dreams of sunset ou some autumn day — 

Ah ! grief, my very soul its God forsook, 
And in her smile passed all content away. 




Fair marchioness, to every memory dear, 

A glance of F.(len's symmetry \\ <:iven 
To thee, to show how angels — even here — 
Are found and draped to fill the chwrs of heaven. 




COOL OF THE EVENING. 




Lady, it but little matters — 
Matters least of all to you — 

^^'hpfhor I nin wflrm nr oitllniia 

False to love, or fond and true. 




Bo assured yon need not fear me — 
Ne'er to you a pledge I'll hreak; 

Hni* flip Tkimn jiiiil '-:Miiitlp fPnu/iTi % 

That 1 have no jtlt-dge to make. 




AU the sighs to you I oiler 
Shall be passionate and sincere; 

Only when you hoar them, tell m^ 
For I too might like to hear. 




DlaWTIA T\f\f fnnf TYIV OVPG ll'lll IriflfilA 

XjUIIIIC ilUli lllctl' in> c> ^>lil KllllltC 

Gazing on a beauteous form — 
Heaven has saved you from the insult 
Of such glances, keen and warm. 
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Madam, from your thoughts dismiss me, 

Cense to mil aj^aitiPt uiy name ; 
Time has been when you grew careless, 
And 'twas my care saved your fiime. 

I am careful, when not eager, 

Where to love would l)e a task ; 
And chaste as Joseph when temptation 

Woos me in an ugly mask. i* 

Therefore silence, and forget mo, 
Or my memory, at last, 

May present some startling ])icture.-: 
iSketched and painted in the past. 



THE. m^STTC VOICE. 

Earth is a realm of ceaseless change, 
Where fbrms are merged in fresher ft»niis» 

And still the beautiful and strange 

Are cradled in destructive storms ; 
For Naturels alchemies impart 

New life to all transmuted things, 

And lend ♦^hc flesh-decaying heart 
The external spirit's tireless wings. 

The sordid shrine, whose vestal fire 

Bums dim within the grosser frame, 
May perish, but the rav'^ asj>ire. 

And reach once more from whence they came. 
We pass, as through the entranced flood,* 

FromEgyjit's ti>il to Canaan's bloom, 
And with the sacrifice of blood 

We find new life b^ond the tomb. 

Still, through the va,-<it and deepening void, 

Like sentient flames the spirits come — 
Eternal, cliangeless, undestroyed, 

And speaking, though the grave be dumb. 
Within the sonl their vital spell 

Keveals the fnunt from whence it rcee— 
The beautiful — tlie terrible — 

The strange preamble to the dose. 

And tlion whose soul with ardor filled 
Hast seen the fire and heard the voice, 

For whom the future field is tilled, 

And waits the harvest, make thy choice. 
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It lies liefure thee ; struggle, strive, 
Thuu caubt not beat convictioa back \ 

Weak fogitiTe from higher life, 
Eternal irings punue thy tnu^ 

Ah I traitor soul, for whom in -vain 

The veil of heaven was drawa asidfl. 
As if to give thy cleau&ed brain 

An ampler scope, a steadier gaide — 
Thou slave of sense, still nuully hurled 

Across the uiifruitful waste of years — 
Thou stagnant ship, whoM white sails, furled, 

Bot idly, dropping stagnant tears. 

Awake ! Beyond the impassive grave 

The spheres of being spread afiar. 
Circle on circle, wave uu wave. 

An oeean, where eaeh frdi^ted star 
Is as a bark that bears along, 

from suffering to the blimfnl shore, 
The beautiful, the good, and strong, 

Their term of sad probation o*er. 

Earth dies, and heaven with purer light 
Prepares to clothe our mystic orb ; 

Bright spirits move in viewless flight 
t c heer the dying, and absorb 

The falsehoods which have niiiifrled still 
Their pain in life's enchanted bowl; 

Heaven's 6nly keys are homan wiU, 
A driving love, an earnest soul. 



A BRIXEING SONG. 

Oh I here's to the wine — tlie ruby wine. 

That touches the \\\)>% with liloom, 
Like a purple fire consuming care, 

And lighting our darkest gloom. 
It gladdens the heart with rosy light — 

May iti> glory ne'er decline ; 
For onr sods are and our hopes are bright 

While quaffing the purple wine. 

Then here's to the wine — the flashing wine^ 

As it beadeth the cup of joy, 
And, king like, mounts upon Kcason's throne. 

Making dull sense its toy. 
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oil, it claspeth the hand of our Mntiiig aoni, * 

With passion lights the eyes, 
And radiant from out the burning bowl 

We see yoimg Lore arise. 

Then here's to the wine — the deatUess wine; 

No kingly jewels surpass 
The liquid rubieti which iiash and shine 

In the deplJu of each brhnming glass. 
All ]»r;ii>(> we give, to the nectiir sweet, 

All praise to the bearing vine — 
Fhdie to the board at which true friends meet, 

And praise to the purple wine. 



THE RUBY BIN6. 

Dear brother, when the listless pen 

Sways idly in niy wpnric(1 fingers, 
And round my throbbing heart and brain 

No ray of Inrighter fancy lingers, 
I catch the sparkle of the stone 

That speaks of friendsliip undeca}-ing, 
And straight tiie clouds aside are thrown — 

A ftesher light is round me plajriiigi 

Tliey say that talisnmii-; nf old 

Protected from all hidden dangers; 
That spirits lay within the gold, 

At once protectors and avengm. 
The ring you gave, like these, may prove 

The bane of grief, the source of pleasure; 
For aU is pleasuig that can move 

Remembrance of an absent toeasnre. 

Like frienddi^'s fite, the briUiaht toy. 

Deep set in memory's golden circle, 
Throws back the ruddy beam of joy, 

And in the dullest night will sparkle. 
The ring, like memory — endless both — 

Its warmth from out my heart ia getting. 
And, like myself, of foreign growth, 

Kejdces in a Yankee setting. 

My muse — a woman, and you know 
The female heart inclines to jewels — 

Whene'er she wants "full speed" to go, 
Her engine at the mby fuels. 
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The pistons of alternute rhyme 
Move up aiid down with steady motion ; 

The tnun of thought, defying time, 
Speeda on throagh oarth, and air, and ocean. 

The Koh-i-noor in Britain's crown 

Is India's blood-murk set upon her; 
The sapphire clasp of beauty's gown 

I'erchanfc was purchased by disbODOr. 
The jni^n 's ;r<'ld is dim with tears, 

And ni>tcil thick with cent, per centage; 
My ring, then, clearly it appears, 

O'er these can claim immense advantage. 

The lips, by Cyprian WMni"- jilaniied, 

Convey love's telegraphic greeting, 
But friendship meets us hand to hand. 

To feel how cither's inilse i> beating; 
And on that hand this ring I hold, 

As prized as talisman by dermis, 
And may that hand be foul and odd 

When 'tis not warmly at thy serrice. 



TO KEA. 

I never (Irenmed that ynn coold lOTO me. 

And now 'tis time we part ; 
Yon are too foir, and fiir too high above me~ 

I may not reach thy heart. 
On ditt'erent paths our feet must press : 

You, bound fttr pleasure's blossomed altar ; 
While o'er the hills, with heavier StKSS, 

My fainting footsteps falter. 

Alas ! tlie ho])e< my soul that haunted 
In the now spectral ntist ; 

ITon the sole treasure that my spirit vaonted, 
My first love and my last ; 

This single passion filled my breast, 
Through all my manhood burning cleuer ; 

And Fame I measured by the test- 
To thee it brings nie nearer. 

But gone — all gone the glorious vision ; 

Shadows across it fall ; 
And time has taught me, with its chill preciston. 

The lesson taught to all : 
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That love, like other mortjil things, 
Grows weaiy of protracted waiting, 

And that it fends its shining wings 
Against the rou^ voild grating. 

Tvc learticd the world more foUy now, 

But still, till meTTinrv perish, 
Your image, with its radiant brow, 

My faitliful heart shall cherish ; 
And wheresoe'er your fate be cast, 

In shade or siuishiue, gloom or lustre, 
Borne Arom the firiendships of the jrast. 

My thoughts shall round thee cfnster. 

With all a lover's eager c^re 

I watch thy happy lot, 
Prapng for thee a fortune fair — 

Myself perhaps forgot. 
Ami still I feel throiitrb all my strife 

Thy holy intiueiu u gliding—- 
Tliou art tlie loadstar of my life, 

My soul from earth dividing. 



THE FERRY-BOATS OF GOTHAM. 

The ferry-boats of Gotham, 
How gloriously they ghde, 
With lamps of red and lamps of bine, 

Across the starless tide ; 
Through long defiles of blazing light 

On each street- studded shore; 
No sound t<> \>vcAk the hush of night 

Except the paddles' roar. 

Around tlic Tslinid rity lie, 

Encircling block and mart, 
Vast ships uat rear against the sky 

A forest-growth of art ; 
And girdled thus with winged might — 

Though now the wings are ftuied — 
Manhattan is, what Venice was. 

The Sea-Queen of the world. 

( )h, ferry-boats, the argosies 
That tvrants launched of vore. 

To l)riiig them gold, and gems, and Spice 
From India's plundered shore* 
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Ne*er knew a freight so rich as this, 

That humbly, day by day, 
To BrooUyn homea and aodal ease 

From bnsiness ye convey. 

Let Kiissia bumdi her birds of prey 
Against the Crescent Moon, 

And butcher in Sinope's Bay 
The coUTOy of Ratoon ,• 

Let France and Euf^laiid, holding back. 
Deny the aid they t^wure. 

Until tile sea that once was Blaek, 

- Grow red with Tnrkish core. 

But ve, undaunted ferrv-lx)ats. 

Your pathless course pursue, 
Nor any nobler navy floats, 

Nor manned by hearts more true; 
Your mission is to spread content, 

Love, joy, and wealth to bear — 
Odd'a life! I Iiaven't got a cent 

To pay ny.bleased ^re. 



THE FIRST OF MAY. 

The first of May, tlie first «<f Nfnv, 
What lying poet called it gay ? 
There is the very devil to pay, 
And no pitch hot, on the first of May. 

The house I took a twelvpinonth since, 
And furnished fit to lodge a prince — 
That cheerful house I quit to-day. 
Because it is the first of May. 

My cai-y)ets all are torn to shreds 
We have not where to lay our heads; 
The beds are all unscrewed, aiid we 
Are ''screwed" as tight as men can be. 
Our new piann, new no more, 
In fragments lies upon the floor ; 
Onr (^ina service, once so neat, 
Now helps to pave the laughing street. 

** Alas :" T rry in utter grief, 
** Would heaven I were an Arab chief! 
He roams about nnrented places, 
And camps in every green oasis. 
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TIic wagoners alone can say 
The festival is truly gay ; 
The scallawags get a fortnight's pay 
For working on the first of May. 



A LOST LOVE. 

The glory of the dream u past. 
The sweet illusion melts in aU*, 
And, calmly focing a de^pair, 
. I whisper, 'tis the last — ^the last — 

The last and most divinely fnir. 
The brightest, sunniest, and the last. 

All forms of life, with rapid eye, 
To seize, to ponder, and survey ; 
To watch the scales turn either way. 

And every truth to fe-t nml \ry — 
To try, and yet how iar we stray 

When jadgiDg that for which we sigh ! 

Totir IHendship in its gilded hark 

(ilides on as calndy as before; 
liut my impetuous fancy bore 
. A helmless boat beyond the mark, 
And on a far suriF-Avhitened shore 
The wreck beats, drifting through the dark. 

Henceforth we meet with less to dread. 
And less to hope on eitlrer side ; 
Too halanced on a holy pride, 

And I on that which scn es instead— 
A stubborn jealousy to hide 

The wound which most of all hath bled. 



THE BEJEGTED. 

He bowed his head as if the chords 

Of life had snapi»e<l in twain ; 
I could not catch his hiu ricil words. 

But they sounded full ot juiiu ; 
His eyes were lit with a feverish fire, 

Ilis cheek had a hectic stain. 
And as he stooped to kiss my hand. 

His tears ftdil down like rain. 
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We met once inurr in jiftcr yeaiV} 

When 1 — auotiier's bride — 
Ilad learned to measare by my tears 

The costlinesj! <>f jn iile. 
Amid the gay, uulieediug crowd, 

Chance threw os side by side ; 
He seemed the wreck of a noble heart 

\\'lu)se hope hud early died. 

The uiifori^nnf^ii lonk returned — ■ 

The sad, inipussioued look ; 
It seemed to pierce my veiy soul. 

And read it a-; a book. 
He bowed his head and strove to smile ; 

Alas 2 I eoidd not brook 
To know how wortldcs>; nil I gained, 

And see what 1 forsook. 



THREE OF US AT THE i OUNTAIN. 

BT WIDBSWAnTU. 

Come, Broadbent, Creyton, sit ye by my side, 

And >'iew you cohuun with its foamy crest 
UpsprinsiiiK from the firog potid's glassy tide, 

To fall ;io:;uii in snow u\K>n its breast. 
Oh, it is > ery beautiful ; and mark 

The golden glow it borrows firom the west, ' 
As the red sunlight dwindles to a si>ark. 

And fevered day sinks languidly to rest. 
Yet that hoarse measure sadly fills my ear— 

^fy soul with dark enK^tioiH is n]i|irr-;s(Ml ; 
A voice comes mingling with the murmur here — 

A stern and solemn voice that may not jest — 
^\■ides\val1h, it says, 'tis thus you vainly climb, 
To £aU as flat as this upon the tide of rhym^ 



THE FOUNTAIN ON BOSTON COHHOK. 

TO CBAftLBS BBOAIUnmT AUD FBOFBSSOB WromWASni, mr PAVL OUTTOK. 

The heart of childhood is a virgin soil 

All bi i<,dit with birds, and brooks, and <=miny showerS — 

A pamdise, whose vernal vines and flowers 
The hounds of yoitthM folly spurn and spoil, 
And manhood tears it with the plow of toil, 



Digitized by Google 



(Jkarles GraJuim Hal^ine. 20^ 



And huilds thereon n city — towers' of pridCi 
And temples lor it^i idols, side by side. 
And streets jarred with the crash of life's turmoil ; 

But noble souls like yours, oh honored friends, 
One pui'e bright fountain in the midst will leave, 
All green-begirt, like this, which novr, ftt eve, 
A li(iuid silver willow heavenward tends. 
Its murmurous branches in the moonliglit blends, 
And to the peaceful scene a sweet enchantment lends. 



THE FOUNTAIN. 

TO WIBCIWAKTB AKD CKBYTON, nv cnABLSS BBOADBKMT. 

(ircen wooded fountain, with liow glnd a nish 
Thou leapest up from the surrounding chiy, 
Cleaving toward hejiven thy rainbow-colored way, 
And glenming liri»^htly in the crimson f!ii-h 
•Spread o'er the west! Anon the starry hush 
Of night will lull thee, and thy drifted spray 
No more shall fall, like an alijxhtiiig fay. 
On the dry leaves now reveling in thy gush I 
Say, friendtt, if Love's Hch fbnntain eW shall fail 
To fling its fresliening waters from the heart. 
In sorrow's night shall its loud tide depart, 
And its bright plumage cease to fan the gale, 
Shall we, who shared its noontide, ever know 
That Love, like it, has but a summer flow f 



THE OPIUM DBEAM. 

BY AN EATKS OP «HB SSOO. 

The shadows gatlier deeper round. 
They come with a tumultuous sound 
Of mnttering'thunder, and'they swim 
Above m(\ o'er me, faint and dim. 
A thousand forms of speecblesi$ dread 
Flap on with slow wings o'er my head, 
And slowly stooping — while their eyes 
Dilate to an unnatural size — 
IjiX foil a ghastly funeral gleam 
Upon their own self-conjiued dream. 

They come ! They sail from darkness oat, 
A hadeons and fiintastic root — 
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Ked eyes in every formless Iiend, 
Bed cluts upon the gliaittiy deud, 
Red robes on eveiy swdtertng cone, 
Ked squadrons, rider, rein, and horse — 
They leap from the walls and fdl the air, 
Their flying garments fan my hair — 
God! whatanicy touch was there! 

OM wrinkled women, in rns.net clad, 

Advaming silently and sn il — 

Old wrinkled women, who&e gleaming eyes 

Hint of immortal agjonieSf 

I'eeping from under each sliadowy hood 

Like i>hos{»hor sparks in a rutteu wood. 

Stealthy and silent the beldames all 

Creep uj) the ]»er|iendienlar wall, 

And, turning, d^i'oj) in my lidless eyes 

Their own unspeakahle agonies. 

Oh, tide of douht and utter woe, 
Horrible tide, that lies hclow 
The unsounded sea of waking thought — 
Dim tide with every monster fraught — 
While others, nor more pare nor strong, 
Hear in their sleeji the sora[>h's sfuig, 
And moun^ as ne'er awake they rose, 
Superior to our common woes — 
What weird, magnetic spell is thine,- 
That drags me to your hateful brine 
Whene'er my wearied He^iiton lowers 
Her strained hands from the burning oars ? 



VENICE'S NEW CHANCE. 

The hands that moved on Freedom's clock 

Already strike the ap]>ointe(l hoorj 
The tocsin sounds, the people tiock. 

Majestic in their banded power. 
Italia wnkos I From town to town 

The leaders ciy To arms \ obey us!" 
The Austrian sword, the papal crown, 

Reel on the verge of chaos. 

Up ! nil who 1>ear the Latin heart ; 

Up I all who love the vengeful joy ; 
Let your fierce wrath like lightning dart 

Upon the tyrants, and destroy ! 
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Up I from the Tiber to the Arve; 

Let lusuii-ection'a toc«in toll, 
While weuponed amis united carve 

A path hv the tfet maL 

Let Austria's cut-throat lemons leam 

To feel and fear the Roman rage ; 
Let the fierce pontitl's eyes discern 

Tlie dawn of tlie miilcnnial age. 
Tell fratricidal France her hordes 

No more sluill bid Italia weep ; 
Reap a full harvest with jronr swords, 

And gamer what yon reap I 

Up, I-atins ! hy the foulest wrongs 

That ever suD'ering manhood bore ; 
By ruffian steel and priestly thongs 

Imbued in {tatriut gore; 
By evpr\' scatiold through the land; 

By dungeons, vaidr, and leprous spy- 
Up ! up! and with !Ui armed hand 

Strike down this living lie. 

No more he scourged by j)riestly cfn ds, 
No more be ruled by tureign steel, 

No more be robbed by foreign lords^ 
Arise I the tyrants reel. 

Expect no mercy, breathe no sigh 



Let " Death or Victory !" be the cry. 
And war unto the knife. 



TO LAURA— SINGING. 

A breathless hush is in the hall, 

A silence dceji as death ; 
The sculptured cherubs on the wall 

A])pcar to hold their breath. 
While Hn;itii!-.r fi)rth in silvery strain 

Thy voice rnigs clear and high. 
Now filled with passion's nqttnrons pain, 

Now loet in sorrow's righ. 

Ah : Lady T.aura, snch a tone 
As thine is seldom 1\eard ; 
. So lightly breathed, so quickly flown, 
And yet liow deep it stirred 
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Those rlioi ds of fopliiip; that have lain 

Unmoved and sileut long, 
Now roused again in heart and brain 

By thy awakening song. 

Thy thoughts intr) rlio music flow. 

And mingle with its tide, 
And thoQ dost share the pCNBt*8 woe, 

Or feel the poet's pride. 
Thy genius, like the crystal spring, 

Ketiei ts each passing form, 
If rosy houghs al)0ve it swing, 

Or drifts the wintrj' storm. 

I've lionrd, and yet again would hear 

The music of tliy tongue ; 
Entranced in plens'uro, eye and ear. 

My soul upon till > hung. 
Thy voice, like the old Hebrew's rod 

Stretched o'er the prisoning sea, 
Rolls hack the dark and shadowy flood, 

Making our spirits free. 



Oh, wanton wind, world-kissing kind, 

Thy zephyrs twined my Laura's tresses ; 
Bathed lip and htmd with fragrance bland, 

And even fanned those deep recesses 
Where love — warm couched, serene— • 

A rose-lea t\ii f i]>jjed on summer billows. 
Oil, heedless wind, to beauty blind, 

Where coi^ldst thon find more tempting pillows? 

The lily bell, whose anthers tell 

The time so well, by you set ringing ; 
The rival rose, wherein repose 

Queen Mab, ami those unto her dinging — 
The violet sweet, the daisy neat — 

Should I repeat each fragrant blossom — 
Oh, careless wind, could all combined 

So please thy mind as Laura's bosom i 

Insensate still I hence — hence and fill 

The idle sail of yon bright vesiiel ; 
And yet— ah stay ! ere hence yon stray, 



OU, WANTON WIND. 
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Give me to seek her damask cheek, 

And, whispci itig. ^l>eak what thou ne'er dreame^^t; 
For me to lie one moment nigh 

Uer hearty aud die, were bliss sapremest 



ADVERTISBMEKT EXTRAORDINABY." 

Lost, a politician's wallet, 

Portmonnaie, or what-you-call-it, 

And the bnpuy man who j^aw 
What the fate tliat did beM it 

y\\\y KriTs Andhkws draw 
For a place — a sinecure — 
Worth two thousand dollars sure ; 
Yea, to this snug stun each year 
He can ''read his title clear." 

'Twas a pocket-book mysterious, 
Filled with papers jocund, serious, 
Business, social, patriotic, 
JomiKili^tic and erotic; 
riaus of caucus and Convention 
Swelled its bulk beyond diraennon ; 
Every kind of scrip and docket 
Found its place in Titrni.ow's pocket; 
liut the hook is lost, and we 
Search tm its recovery. 

It contained a note from Greblbt, 

Asking TiiriiLow ' ' if he really 
Had decided as to who 
Should be suddenly put through 
For Bill Skward's vacant shoe ? 
Grf.ki.ey was prepared to take it 
if all right ' my lord' could make it ; 
And he then no more would tramp 
In tlio wake of any scamp ; 
But he wanted ' Yes' or ' JSio,' 
That he might be governed so.'* 

Then there came a note from Raymond, 
With a sort of oblique aim and • 
Purpose cautionsly sn})pressed: 
lie in I'aris wished to rest, 
i\nd for consul would be glad 
If Lord Thorlow's aid he had: 
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The prospects of tiie times were bad — 
Veiy dismal, veiy sad ; 
Bnt whatever the Ttmes could do 

Of scnifp — zoaloiis. cniistant, true — 
Lord Tm ulow might miike uj) hi.s mind 
He ever in its page should find, 
If he to 8KWARD a word would slip 
For Raymond's Paris consulship. 

And next there oame — that we sliuuld pen it— 
A sharp, clear note from J. G. Bennett : 

French mission wanted — circulation 
Larger tlian any in tlie nation — 
WTiy is the weak, dull Dayton sent 
To where wit rates at cent per cent, 
Wilh PKNNiNr.roN for his secrctarv, 
Who, when thej- speak Prench, answers 'Narjr?' 
The adnunistradon then may sway 
The Ihmhrs infliience day by day, 
And TiiCRLow, without cost of dollar, 
Become 'a gentleman and scholar.*** 

This note from Cumui>os — short and sweet— 
" The World, my lord, is at yonr feet ; 

Its empty columns gniie to find 
The astute imjjress of your mind; 
But don't let Cameuon dispose 
Of all the jobs in aimy dothes, 
Kations and weapons, transportation— 
The royal profits of th«^ nntioii — 
Without remembering niii;e and me, 
btanchest of all your Mends, A.C." 

Dozens of other papers were 

Confided to the lost book's care, 

All equally of weight with those 

TTio drift of whi(;h we here disclose. 

Now who, by any " crook" or ''hook,'* 

Can find for us this wondrous book. 

And gain at Webd an * * inside" look ? 

Who can reveal to after ages 

The curious secrets of its pages, 

And let us know how Thublow noted 

The schemes which ronnd his path have floated ? 
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MY DOVE m HER NEST. 

** Nay, ywur wine will make itie headjr j 
We have ta*en enoagh alreiuly ; 
Let us go while we are steady ; 

Do not stir — 1 know my way." 
^ I lit my chamber candle, 
iSought my room, and turned the handle^ 
Lady togs, from ruff to sandal, 

Loose across the lounger lay. 

Heavens I" I cried, alaimed. and shaken, 
**Sinrdy I have been mistaken ; 

If the sleeping beauty waken, 

What excuse for me remains ?" 
Fear the dangerous joy enhances, 
L<jve with eager step advances— 

Oh, tlie dreams, the languors, trances, 

Throbbing in my dove's young veins. 

Blissful watch above her keeping. 
Angels guard thdr sister sleeping — 
Wcmld they wake her should a peeping. 

Bearded mortal npe the doOT ? 
Cautiously a pace advancing, 
Round the rose-silk draperies glancing^ — 
Oh I the sight divine, entrancing, 

Haunts my dreiuns for evermore. 

Flushed as May's young wealth of roses, 
Laura on the coudi reposes, 
And the billowy snow diseloses 

Outlines worth a sculptor's note: 
Tresses loose — a golden wcjuder — 
Crimson lips that smile asunder, 
And one small hand creeping under 

The crisp lace which fringed her throat. 

Now a kiss were easy stealing, 
But I dared not tmst the feeling, 

For my very soid seemed reeling 

In the fullness of her view ; 
So I bowed my heiid and blessed her. 
Prayed the angel host to rest her, 
SofUy said, " Sweet dreams, fair sister !" 

And Jrom that small heaven withdrew. 

14 
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A BRACE OF SONNETS, 

DEDIOATKD TO PBOVKHBOB WII1K8WABTU UY CUABLE6 imUAUUiU<T. 

L 

Oh)Wideswarth ! I'eebly in these latter days 
We seek to build the iiiipi'rial sonnet's throne, 
Monarch of verse and ^jocsiu : the tone 

Of modern converse ill can reach the lays 

Wliich bounil (iM I'etrarch with innii >rial linvs, 

Aud gave him o'er this rliytiiin to rule alone. 

Milton, who drank' his spirit, and made known 
To our rough tongiu' tin haimony that plays 
And lightens o'or tht: undivided thought 

'Of this intensest jjcetry, hatii .^howii 
IIow near the rude Norse utterance maybe brought 
To the soft music in Itaiia \\ rnntrlif. 

And thou — alas I to mockery sometimes jiroue — 
A pcMrdoo of the melody hast caught. 

IL 

And I hare listened gladly to thy strain, 

And tlirilled in spirit to the solemn swqII 
Of music poured from'out the rosy shell 
Which some pale mnse had touched — nor touched in vain— 

IVith her white feet when wandering on in pain 

Of meditation through tlie sea-worn cell ; 

Her white brows knit, and crowned with asphodel 
Gathered by moonlight OU the breezy ]ilain 
Which skirts Parnassus ; and I wondered how 

Thy soul could deem so lightlv of the spell 
With'which Apollo had adomecf thy brow 
(Still niggard to my prayer and eiimest vow) 

As to enweave tiie silken-threaded muse 
Witb duming-cotton, aneh as housewives we. 



TIIE TROPIC BTKD. 

UTot of our forests art thou ! Here the cold 
Of winter soon wonld mar 

Thy guttering pliunage — from afiir, 
Ftom lands of gold. 
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And from the streams that roll along beneath 

The quivering lotus bowers, 
Where sproiul-^ tho ]ia1m. and amaranthiue flowere 

In blushing wruatli 
Aye greet the kisses of the Eastern dawn, 

Comost tliou to us, l>ri<!hr bird. 
1 envy not \\\a heart who, all uustiried, 

' * Can look upon 
'ITiy glittering ^vitl;^, nor pivc his fancy rein 

To tro]jic shore and glowing sky, 
Streams, temples, woods, and with a si^ 

Keceive it buck Uf^ain. 
For me, I look on thee, and in a dream, 

Before the gazing eye, 
The gorgeous pageant of the East rolls by 

On Cianges' stream, 
(icin-studdcd galleys, ami the crimson slaves 

(Their tunics wo\ eii o'er 
With sapphire studs and braids of yellow ore), 

The cedar waves 
Her emerald boaghs above them ; and on high, 

Tlironeil on the ivory poop, 
The swarthy sultan, witli a hoop 

That well might buy 
Omr barren kingdoms on bis ample brow; 

And those young Georgian girls — 
The raven tresses loojMjd with sparkling pearls — 

Before him bow, 
All duteous to his nod. The silver oan 

Flash as they burnr on 
The peopled argosies ! "Tis gone ! 

The pMfjtle shores 
Are silent, save tlie speechless melody 

Foinred fimn the myrtle bowers. 
What is*t to me that here the hours 

Of daylight ti^? 



A VALENTINE, 
to BOU.T a— —^'Tnr tbak* ouk 

On this pleasant day, dear Dolly, 
When, from young Love's lips, 

Tooched by sweet i^axnt Valentine, 
The bond of silence dips ; 



» 
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Now, wfaeii*t& allowad us 

All our hearts to bare 
Atyour modest maiden shrine, 
Ibiu I kneel and swear : 

' *^ Hear and heed me, Dolly, 
I pledge my love to-dayj 
And when you cKmie to womanhood. 
Oh, then the debt repay." 

The bright hours of girihood. 

The frolic soul that trips 
On silvery feet o'er ros^ paths — 

The pore and hmghmg lips ; 
The (gulden curls, the mantling Unsfa, 
The blue and sinless eyes — , 
Oh, never may the fUtnre Ud 
Adood o'er these arise. 

" But hear untl heed me, Dolly, 

I pledge my lieurt to-day, 
And when you come to womanhood, 
Oh, then the debt repay." 

Each year, while ripening beauty 

Gives roundness to your form ; 
When the heart now full of gayety 

Grows softer and more warm; 
When your blush hath deeper meaniqg^ 

And your eyes are darker hued, 
Again, before your nltar-shrinc, 

This pledge shall be renewed : 

" ISo hear and heed me, Dolly, 
My heart is ^ne to-day, 

And when yon cdnie to womaohood, 
Oh, then the debt repay." 



MY SOUL IS SAD. 

NEW TXB8ION. 

My soul is sad ! Ob, quickly bring 

The cup I yet can love to drain, 
• And let its fragrant sweetness fling 

DeUcious languor round my brain. 
If in this heart one joke remain, ' 

The cup shall charm it intolhie; 
If there be any balm for pain. 

It ia— it is ui prions wine. 
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But bid the cup at first be mild, 

Nor let its strength come on too soon } 
I tell thee, waiter, I have smiled 

At least a dozen times since noon. 
And now I ask of thee a boon 

(Here — take this quarter for your trouble^ 
Do you ob.ser>'e a doable moon, 

Or is U X that now " see douUe?" 



More light — more light — more light! 
This is the crjr of imha|q[>y humanity, 
This Ls the prayer of poor lili tided humaaitj, 
Groping in passion, in pain, and inanity 
Bound the bleak walls- of the prison of vanity — 
IiVeiy where seeking a ray of divinity, 
Every where iinding the terrible tiinity 1 
Darkness, and dolor, and donbt inexpresidble — 



Doubts irrepressible, woes unendurable, 
Tears that fall laughingly, smiles that are S(»rowful ; 
Longings and gleams of superior existences, 
Voirp*; th;it whisper from infinite distances— 
Mysiieal distances — soul-haunied distances— 
Beauty that flings back tlie ftilds4>f a cerement, 
Skeletons veiled in the garments of merriment, 
All that is exQuisite, all that is woudcrful, 
Earth a vast theatre, over and under fldl— 
Full to the brim of discordant existences, 
Matter and spirit, and powers and resistances — 
Every where opposites : anguish and levity, 
Mortal reality, hoped immortality, 
Art for long years, and man's life but a brevity. 
Oh, in this shadowed and whispering night. 
This mystical stage with its curtain of night, 
Grant Tliy wi-dom — Thy comfort — Thy light- 
en aut us more light, or we perish. 



MORE LIGHT. 




PHILIP AND L 

You, asking me how Philip fared, 
Keceived reply that he and I, 
Some years ago, had said good-by, 

Since wliich I neither knew nar cared. 
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It was n pcevi>;h answer, sj)okeii 

in bitter .soiruvv and regret 

That inch a brilliant, brightly set 
As was oar frieadship, should be broken. 

Shattered with purpose fell and strong^ 
Without the warning of a word — 
An arrow whistling tfaroQgh a bird, 

Even while her throat was Ml of song. 

Happy her &te ! The spirit winging 

Kre sense of treaehery or pain 
Can reach conception in the brain. 
She dies within the act of singing. 

80 the shrill shaft which sadden cast 
Our dream of friendship to the groandy 
Of its dread coining ^ve no sound, 

Bot smote and shatters— and was past. 

One moment in amaze I stood, 

Thinking — it can but be in jeat! 

Aiiotfiei-, and within my breast 
The lalM>rjng heart gave sobs of blood. 

Less happy than the bird, I live 
To know the treachery, bear the pain, 

• And fi't'l rhiu nn cartli again 

Such friendship I no more t an give. 

So to jour quest how Philip fared, 
t made rejply that he and I, 

Some years ago, had said good-by, 
Since which 1 neither Itnew nor cared. 

— <»o- — 

PORENSIC £IiOQUENCE~A PORTRAIT. 

"What Is the secret of yonr Mtnd Brady's success t**—Qurfir in o private 
Utter. 

. • Not witli fast-flashing volleys of rain speech 

Fired off at random, and revc iliu}; naught 
But verbiage used to hide the want of thought — 
Mere summer-thunder — the kind schoolmen teach — 
And never to a definite purpose wronght ; 

But with most apt precision, and a tongue 

Linked in such harmony with the weighing brain 
That e\ ery phrase is balaqced there again, 

Dropping like gold on truth's own toucutone rung — 
Reenlts arri^ at by a perfect chain : 
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Quick sympathy with every trait and touch 
lieflected in the natures round liim brought. 
And an tunmiUiting power of thought 

So like our own, we let it pass for such, 

Priding ourselves as teachers when but taught. 

■ 

One other power — an undecaying fiarae 
Of human charity — soft, religious warmth; 
Never was wreck but tells him of some storm; 

And, pitying what his judgment yet must Marae, 
He sees (Jod's imiiKe i'l the meanest tniin. 

These are Uie weapons wielded by my trieud— ' 
These, and an orderly, analytic mind, 
CJrouping strong facts beneath the heads assignodf 

And making all to one conclusion tend : 
Kurs to the deaf, and eyesight to the blind. 



A VISIT. 

Ah me ! how time doth galloj) now 
With headlong stride and pace; 

.But yesterday thy youthful brow, 
And gentle girlish face, 

Were set in memoiy like a gem 

Worn in «ome queenly diadem. 



How changed to me the |nctnre 

In tinting, sbajM". mid nir ; 
The child I thought ot in my dreams 

Now smiles a woman fair ; 
And while her graceful fonn I see, 
The past seems but an hour to me. 

A light heart glows within thee still, 
Though not exempt from pain ; 

AnJ Nature, in her task to fill. 
Let all thy youth remain. 

And gave thee, with a woman's form, 

A charm to keep all ftiendship vann. 

Since last in by-gone years we -met, 
How numy hopes are fled ! ' 

What jnys wo think of with regiet, 
To all save meuiury dead ; 

But with our being still will dwell 

The magic of their holy spelL 
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Thifs may the future yet reveal 

New joys to equtU those, 
And o*er our spirits too may steal 

The bliss of riilm repose, 
Coming like geutle summer showers 
To gi\ e new life to drooping flowen. 



THE TROOPER IX) HIS MARE. 

Old girl, that hast bortie me fnr and fast 

On pawing hooft that were nevw k>th. 
Our gallop to-day may be the last 

For thee or for nie — or perclmnce for both. 
As I tighten your girth, do you nothing daant — 

Do you catch the hint of our forming line? 
And now the artiileiy move to the front, 

Have yon never a qttalm, Bay Bess of mine? 

It is dainty to see you sidle and start 

As yon move to the battle's dondy marge, 
And to feel the swells of vnur wakening heart 

When our cavalry bugles t^ound u charge. 
At the scream of the liheU and the roll of thedfnm 

You feign to be frightened with skittish glance, 
But up the green slopes where the bullets hum, 

Coqnettishly, darling, IVe known you dance. 

Yonr skin is satin, your nostrils red. 

Your eyes are a i)ird's or a loving girl's ; 
And from delicate fetlock to dainty head 

A throbbing vein-cordage around you curls. 
^Oh, joy of my soul ! if you they slay. 

For triumph or rout 1 little care; 
i'or tliere is not in all the wide valley to-day 

Sndi a dear little bridle-wise, tiioroogh-bred mare. 

BBEYET RANK.'* 

VO TflV SBNATOB8 OV THS OM1TXD STATBS. 

To Sheridan's heroes and Sherman's men, 

And the bull-dogs of Grant ^\ ho drove I. re from his den. 

Give brevet promotions of honor ; and then 

Find some foul detectivoi some tcfMrotts spy. 

His labon a loathing, his life bat a lie, 
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Some wretch who hath planned half the crimes he exposed. 

Chief plotter himself of the plots he disclosed, 

And place on his sliouldei s — not cowhide thongs, 

But the brevet which rightly to honor l>elongs ; 

And when this you have ilotie. w ill your brev^ then 

On Sheridan's heroes ami .Sherman's ragn, 

And tfie tnill-dogs of Grant who drove Lee from his den, 

Sit proudly as trophies they wmi in the fray, 

Or shrivel to shamefid mementoes away? 

Oh, think of it, senators I Thousands have died. 

Pouring out their young lives in an eager, tide, 

While to win this prise of honor th^ vied ; 

And this prize — pnst price — can you now degrade 

To a badge oi the mouehard's odious trade ? 

If the spy hath done well, pay him store of gold — 

By thousands, or fifties of thousands told ; 

Or should you lack means lus reward to defray, 

TUce all that we have — our last dollar of pay, 

But lejive us the honor our swords have won 

As a glory to boast, not a shame to shun ; 

Nor bid Sheridan's heroes and Sherman's men, 

And the btUl-dogs of Grant who drove Lee from his den, 

On their straps, as a blistering symbol to bear, 

What this humau sleuth-hound is free to share. 



UKNEiiAL OIIDERS OF THE CITIZEN. 



A paragraph to make one laugh 
Should be of ten lines just a half; 
A trivi;il tbemo— n brilliant stream 
Of verbiage, metaphor, and dreain— 
Soch as this paragraph, I deem. 

A stirring song is never long, 
* But must be fiery, terse, and strong, 

With much of thought, not fully wrought. 
But in quick glimpses shown and caught : 
Snch are the rules Bob Bums has lan^t. 

A good eritiqne should ever seek 

To check the proud and help the weak ; 
Not swayed by fame, nor prone to blame- 
Calm, energetic — never tame— 
And free fnnn meroenanr shame. 



OKNBRAI. OR1>KR NO. I. 
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A t;!le or sketch >hould never fetch 
Its hero from thy hand, Jurk Ketch ; 
Though for ii time the tide of f-rime 
KoU down white-crested and sublime^ 
It leaves a track of veiioined slime. 

ill bhurt, be brief. Kuck added leaf 
Is so much to your reader's grief j 
The )K)int is gone ; the lightning shoiie 

And dies while yet we labor on ; 
True wit ne'er knows a second dawn. 

Observe these rules, and i;iock the schools 
(Jf composition taught b\ fools. 
Briefness ami wit together fit, 
And tiy, like Tarthians, when they hit — 
The urchins are too wise to sit. 

By order of the Editor commanding. 

John Jokes, Lieut. Col. and A.A.G. 



TRUTH m PARENTHESIS, OB THE FOBTUNE-HUNTER. 

I love — ob, more than words can tell 

(Your ninety thousaiid golden shiners); 
You draw me by a nameless spell 

(As California draws the miners) ; 
You are .so rich in beauty's dower 

(And rich in several ways beside it), 
Hud 1 your hand withiti my ])ower 

(Across a banker's draft to guide it), 
No care Ttiy future life could dim 
(y\y tailui, loo — what joy to liimi). 

Oil, should you cliaugu your name for mine 
(I've given my name — on bills— to tvrentrjr), 

Existence were a dream divine 

(At least so long as cash was plenty); 
Onr fiome lAould be a sylvan grot 

(Bath, billiard, smoking rnnm, and lardw), 
And there, forgetting and forgot 

(My ]»rcsent need, I'd live the harder), 
Our days should pass in fresh delighto 
(lethargic days, bat roaring nights). 

Oil say, my young, my fawn-like girl ' 

(She's old enough to be my mother), 
Let " Yes" o erleap thoee gates of pearl 

(My langhter it is hard to smpther) ; 



ft 
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Let lips that Love Imtli formed ji>v 
(For jo^' if they her puree resign me) 

Limg hesitate ere they destroy 

CAn<l to a debtor's jail consign me) 

The heart that beats but tu adore 

(Yourself the less, your fbrtime more). 

Consent — consent, my priceless love 

(Her price precise is nine^ thousand); 
I swear by all around, above 

(Her purse-strings uow, 1 feel, are loosened;, 
I nave not loved yoo for yoor wealth 

(Nor loved at lul, as I'ni a sinner) ; 
Oh bliss! you yield; one kiss by stealth! ' 

(I'm sick — that kiss has spoiled my dinner) ; 
Now early name the blissful day 
(My duns grow clamorous for their pay). 



THIRD ODE, FOUKTII P>()OK OF HOHACK. 

Uiiu on whose humble birth a gentle light, 
• <) Muse! you shed, no wrestling-prize may win, 
No war-steed bear him in the triumph bright, 
Nor shall his voice be heard above the din 
Of urmed hosts ; for him no laurel £.prings 
From threats huHed back on anljttgated kings. 

But where through Tibur's vale sweet waters flow. 

Amid deii^e bowers of thickly shadowing leaves, 
'There sliall his brow beneath dark ivy glow 

As his wild harp the JEolian measure weaves ; 
For queenly Rome hath deigned to hear his song, 
Nor envy dares to do him farther wrong. 

Oh, gentle Muse, whose fingers modulate 
The dulcet music of the golden shell — 

Thou whom from dumb fishes even canst create - 
Such noto^ as fniui the <lying cygnet swell, 

it is your gift tliat 1 can touch the lyre, 

While those who pass me hearken and admire. 

'Tis by thy gift — oh bounteous J»eyoud measure — 
That I to strangers as a bard am known : 

Yea. that I li^ e. and that my -ongs give pleasuw 
(If please the^ do), the praise is thine alone, 

Fte thou hast given his all of poet-firo 

To thy poor stringer of the Ronuin lyre. 
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IGDBASIL. 

Tlie tree of life, that shone so fair 

In spring's nlternate shine and <«hower. 
What bitter fruit its branches bear — 

How soon 'tis stripped of leaf and flower, 
As if athwart the sheltering j,'lade 

Had swept the pestilent simoom ; 
ever more beneath its shade 

Shall violet ope or primrose bloom. 

No more iHjneath its spreading leaves 

Shiill \ve;irv lambs at noontide throng, 
Wliile ovei liead the linnet weaves 

The alken tenor of his song. 
No more tlie jtale and son-owing raoon 

Her dewy tears above it weep ; 
No more at night'e unbroken noon 

Shall Muse beneath its branches deep^ 

For blight hath fallen on bnd and leaf, 

And turned its fniitfid sap to gall, 
And, mildewed in the showers of grief, 

It totters to an early fidl. 
The bough the redbreast used to love 

Now nightly hears the owlet hoot — 
The locust gnaws the leaves above, » 

The cankerworm is at the root. 

Then shall it full, and leave behind 

No record oftlie bi i^diter past, 
Uprtjoted l)y tlie idle wind, 

And whirled away u]>on the blast. 
Fortl'iid it. Heaven I a soil too warm 

liath nur^ this plague; transplant it now 
Where drifting rain and eddying storm 

May purge Uie root and cleanse the beugh. 

And Hope — who long had listened nmte— 

Now raised her aznre c}*cs and smiled ; 
She whispered low of future fruit, 

And pointed to the distant wild. 
Oh. bear it thither; trust in Ood; 

Have faith in my prophetic words — 
Again *twill spread its arms abroad, 

And shelter its deserted buds. 
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THE FENIAN Sf^ARE. 

Half ill terrnr, half in wonder, 

Johnny Bull, witii open mouth, 
Jtttt begins to feel the blunder 

Of 111- fivor tr) the South; 
And he sees, wherever turning? 

His distTMight and haggard view, 
Minatory meteors burning 

In our banner's field of blue ; 
And within the panorama 

Which foretells liis flag's ecllpse, 
He beholds the Alal)ama 

And her kindred jurate-ships ; 
And he sees the Feninns reaching 

To assault him in his lair — 
And, his own bad conscience preaching^ 

This explains " the Fenian scare. 

AN Aim-fifAINB-LAW LYRIC. 

How dear to the heart is the botUe of brandy, 

When fond recollection presents it to view, 
As it stood in tiie cupl)oard, so neat and so handy. 

With its neck tapered off, and its belly of bloel 
The old cottage walls are now enimbling to pieces. 

As I. who am old, must srwin rrumhlo, myself, 
But ah I every woe and enibittermcnt ceases 

When I think on the bottle that stood on the shd^ 
The big-bellied bottle — the taper-necked bottle— 

The bottle of brandy that stood on the shelf. 

The loosely-corked bottle, I held it a treasure. 

For often, )vhen weary I came from the field, 
I found it the aonrce of an exquisite pleasnre — 

Such jjlensure as hnindy and weariness yield. 
In a moment 1 .seized it, and, hastily bringing 

Some spice from the closet, I mixsd me a bowl. 
And soon was my wenriness chan<!;ed into sinirinf:. 

And the dust of my labor was washed fi uiu my soul 
By the big-bellied botde-Hhe taper-necked bottle— 

The bottle of brandy that stood on the sbdC 
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IIow swoot fVnni the thin cn-etnl brim to receive if. 

As I tuiiud uj) my fingtM- and niuisteiied my lips; 
Kut a fiMuitiiin of diftmonds could tempt me to leave \t. 

Nor all tilt' cold water that lies under ships; 
And still, thuugh iu Maine is my present location, 

And ahhou^ 'tis a goo^ one fac gathering pelf. 
As fancy reverts to the ruby temptation, . 

i 8igh for the bottle that stood on the nhelf — 
For the big-bellied bottle— the ioosely-coriced bottle — 

The gurgling blue bottle that stood on the shdf. 



PABTANT FOUR LA SYRIE. 
raoM TttB nuwon. 

Dunois, the young and gallant, 

For Syiia sailing soon, 
Prayed to the Virgin Mary 
. That she would grant his boon : 

Grant, Mary, thou who savest, 

Immortal Queen I" he cried, 
•* That I may be the bravest, 

And win the loveliest bride.** 

Upon her shrink engraven 

His prayer forever shone, 
And, with his lord to battle, 

Dunois rushed bravely on ; 
And, to that good oath steady, 

This charging cry lie gave: 
" Love to the fairest lady, 

And honor to the brave !** 

His lord cried, All the triumph 
Ts thine, Dunnis, I swear; 

And as you have given me conquest, 

Thy fortune is my care. 
My daughter Isabella, 

Tliou shalt w ed her t&4i^t— - 

She is the fairest maiden, 
And you the bravest knight.*' 

At the altar nf tlic ^'ir<^in 

Their nuptial troth they plight— 
Oh, blessed is the union 

Where hands and hearts nnite. 
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And all who thronged the chapel 
This benediction gave — 

**Love to the fairest lady, 
And honor to the brave I" 



NINTH ODE OF HORACE, THIHI) BOOK. 

FBKKI.Y TU.VNSI.ATEP UY OIIAHLES BROAIIUK.NT. , 

A DUJiT BETWEEN UORACE AND LYDLA 

lUHlilst thou wcrt mine, and round your boi>om teiuler 
No Tonth more loved his happy arms might fold, 

I envied not the Pt'i-.-ian monarch "s si)lendor, 
More proud of thee tlrnn he of all his gold. 

I VP! 

Whilst thou with warmer tire adored no other,. 
Nor Lydia bowed to Chloe's hated name, 

I envied not Uome's Ilia, our sreat mother, 
Jfroud of thy love as die ofner son's fiuue.* 

IIOIl ACE. 

The Cretan Cbloc now commands my duty, 
SktUfiil in song, and mistress of the Ijrre, 

For whom, if Fate but spared her shining beauty, 
I would not dread this moment to expire. 

T.YDIA. 

Calais, of Thurian Orynthus descended, 
Inflames my passfon nHtb love*8 fiery breath ; 

Were his life spared when my brief days were ended, 
Twice, and that gladly, would I suffer death. 

iiORAn:. 

What if our love returned, and, reunited, . 

Om spirits beat in harmony and hope? 
If Cbloe of the golden locks be slighted. 

Would Lydia's arms to me, repentant, ope? 

I,YDIA. 

Though he yon star's rich lustre is excelling. 
You, light as cork, and pasdonate as (he storm, 

With you, my love, should be my happy dwelling. 
And in your grave would I resign my form. 

* Somola?, son to Ilia. 
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A COLLEGE SONG. 

Well, the world goes roand foierer. 

Whether we are sad or gay, 
Floats the cloud and roUa the river, 

Though we pine our lives away ; 

Night usurps the throne of day. 
And, when morning's lancet quiver 

O'er tlie mountains, flies away. 
But returns at sunset ever — 

£artb alternates niglit and day, 
Grave and gay. 

If tlie world so little care us, 

ys\\\- should we ragurd the world? 
Still lier flowery meadows bear us, 

And the atar-teut is unfurled; 

Even the stars firom heaven are hurled ; 
And the irra-p of death will tear us 

From the tree round which we cnrled— 
From the tree of life will tear us, 

Bound which our affections curled — 
From the world. 

Comrades, soon the world \\\\\ leavens 

Stranded on the shores ot time; 
Years of all our joys bereave us, 

Age is like the serpent-slime, 

btaiuing roses in their prime ; 
Every day will deeper grieve us, 

Every parting hour will chime 
A knell fur the sweet hopes that leave us 

Buried in the by-gone time- 
Hear it chime. 

Comrnde5;, sei/.e the passing nonunc 

Lent us hy eternity ; 
Use it wisely, for'ds so lent, 

As a drop from out the sea, 

Rolling backward instantly ; 
Age advances, gray and low bent 

As the waves of pleasure flee; 
Piiv(»; tis to our latest momODti 

Tu th'> dread eternity — 

To that vast and trackless sea, 
Over whicii the clouds are low bent, 

And uncounted shadows flee. 
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Once more, thank heaven, the western l)ree/.c is ■nwiwling^ 
And ^^'iTner yields to Spring's delightful sway; 

The skitt^, lung moored iu ice, 01*6 bounding ^ 
O'er the bright waters of the rippling bay ; 

Th©flo<-l<>; we stall-fed seek the tender clover, 
• The plowumu i^uiUi his iire and yokes his team, 

The snowy robes that lately covered over 
The swellfaiK iqslaiuls mdt into the stream. 

Now, by sweet moonlight, Venus and die Graces 

O'er the gi-een sod the flyinj; dancer'* Tirp:e; 
The Cyelops toil in their appointed i)l;ices, 

And fiery Vulcan labors at his forge ; 
Now let the myrtle >\Teath he plared upon us, 

And all the tiowors that earliest brave the cold; 
Now let OS offer sacrifiee to Faunua • 

In shady groves, tho firstling of oar Ibid. 

Pale Death, with equal step, is seen apj)roaching 
The peasant's hat and pdace-home sublime, 



Forbids us fix our hope on distant time ; 
Darkness and death, ()hli^^on of the s{>irit, 

Soon from our bruw shhll tear the sliiiiiug crown ; 
The ^M ;i\e is all from Nature we inherit, 

And Plato there in silence hinds us down. 

In that cold mansion, farewell the dominion 

Of jovial cheer, the wine-cup, and the song ; 
Love in its gloom ne*er biuihes his rosy ])inion. 

Nor grants his pleasures to the ghostly throng. 
Nothing can please that erstwhile did excite you, 

Nor from your face remove the heavy frown ; 
Not even can Laura's tender glance delight yon, 

8he now the toast and beaaty of the town. 



AN EXILE'S GRAVE. 

Ue sleeps, and o'er his humble grave 
No gilded trophy meets the view. 
And yet the man beneatli \vas trae; 
Just, resolute, and brave. 
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He i>aid his folly's farthest debt — 
luuru it with his mortal part! 
His qualities of mind and heart 
Will long 8ur\-ive him yet. 

Oh, friends, it is a bitter tliii|g 
To die alone in a wide land, 
\ntliOQt a ftiend, witihoiU a hand, 
* Or h(^<Mr help to bring; 

To know our bones may vci rest 
« In the green valleys of our youtli— 
To feel that many a foul untruth 
Onr meinoTy may molest. 

He bared against a vengeful foe 
The steel to Ireedom consecrate, 
And died, the victim of a hate 

niat spares nor high nor low. 

For thera are w ay s of killing men 
Bende the sword, the axe, the roj>e — 
Great hearts will break when lost to hope, 
And yet no blood be seen. 

In simplest guise, and borne by some 
Who knnr his worth— hii ivill to blew— 

He presses, as onr noblest press, 
The couch of martyrdom. 

Peace to lus soul ! Lot him who ne'er 
Hath Mt ihe long-pn>tra6ted pains» 

Mie life in death of prison-chains, 
S})cak lowly and iMjware. 

Let him who ne'er was gagged, and toni 
"EvfXDi home and kindred fiu* away-- 
Who hafh not steeped from day to day 
His bread in tears of scorn, 

Let him be mute, or meekly pray. 
Thus knechng on the grassy sod — 
**Thy sore temptations, known to God, 
Have washed thy sins away." 



WE MIGHT HAVE BEEN. 

There is a wliisper rin^'iii'^ dour 
In every sleepless listener's ear — 
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A whisper of bu* scanty cheer, 
And heard more clearly year by year — 
** You might have been — ^you might have bera.*' 

Breathing throughout the hush of night, 
It drans compaoioitthip and Mg^t; 
A knell, a Messing, and a blight. 
We profit if we hear aright, » 
"Ton ihight lum been— you migli^ have been.** 

• 

Ah memory luds the past arise, 
The soaring hopes that swept the skies * 
(Each in its narrow gravo now lie>), 
We hear, and not with tearless eyes, 
"Ton might have been—yoa might hare been.*' 

We might have played a nobler game, 
Essayed and reached a worthier ainif 
Had less of f^n icf and more of fame, 
Nor heard, Irom a tongue of iiame, 
**Toa might have been— yon might have been.** 



FOUBTH BOOK OF HORACE, THIBTEEKTH ODB. 
raniiT numbATBD bt ohaxlm BaojLBsnra; 

The gods have heard my prayer, gill, 

The gods have heard my prayer; 
Fbr thou art old, jet still dost 

To be reputed fair. 
You drink the rosy wine, girl. 

And coo like any dove, 
With your luilf-tipsy, hnslgr voke, 

The tender hymn of love. ^ 

Tlie V utterfly of love, girl. 

Still shuns the withered tree ; 
His home is in the snnuner bower, 

And such is not for thee. 
Your foul and straggling teeth, giri. 

The wrinkles on your brow, 
The elf-lucks of your whitening hair 

Can little please him novr. 

Nor purple robes restore, girl. 

Nor gems bring back the age 
"Whidi winged Time in passing wrote 

On Hi8tory*s open page. 
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Oh ! where is beauty gone, girl ? 

The grace? thebloom?— ^hat part 
Hast thou (if hor remaining now 

Who uncc o'erswayed my heart ? 

Next to Cynara wert thou 

In wit, and form, and face, 
Bnt the gods removed Cjnam 

Ere time destroyed her grace. 
Bat the gods preserved Yestina 

To rinil the nren's years. 
And that glowing youth should mock the torch 

Now qaencbed ia time and tears. 



WID0W0L06T PHILOSOPHIZED. 
L 

Oh ! none of your l)oarding-school misflee^ 

Yoar sweetl timid creatures for me, 
Who niTe aboat Cupid and blisses, 

Yet know not what either may be; 
I don't feel at all sentimental, 

Nor care I for Byron a raj) — 
But £^ve me a jolly and gentle 

Yonng widow, in weeds and a cap^ 

n. 

To her I would offer my duty, 

For, in truth, all belief it exceeds— > 
How vastly the blossom of beanty 

Is liciirlitened by peeping from "weeds." 
She is armed cap-a-i)ie tor the struggle, 

To her cap I a captive belong ; 
And the wink of her magical ogle 

Is a challenge to courtship and song. 

ni. 

The tremors of girlhood are over. 

Love's blossom has ripened to fhiit ; 
And her " first love" asleep under clover, 

Is the soil where my passir>n takes root 
*Tis pleasant to know the departed 

Was tenderly cared to the last," 
And that she will not die broken-hearted 

If I should pop off just as fast. 
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IV. 

Her temper is never 80 restive — 

Her duty she knows — and a shape 
Is never so sweetly suggestive 

As when it ia innfi9^ in crape. 
The maid wears one ring when she ntailitt, 

In pruof she all others discards, 
While the widow-wife wiselier caniM 

A piur of these marital goBidt. 

V. 

So none of your hoarding-school misses, 

"Your sweet, timid creatures for me, 
iVho rave about Cupid and blisses. 

Yet know not what either may be. 
I don't feel at all seutimcnfal, 

Nor care I for Byrou u rap — 
Bat give me a jolly and gentle 

Young widow, in weeds and a cap. 

— ooo— 

UNCLE THAD STEVENS. 

Gnarled and tough from seventy winters, 
A gritty, grisly, bitter " Knd"— 

Though our Union fail to splinters, 
Here's to PennsylTania Thad ! 

Brown his wig, hut green his vigor, 

Angry often, never sad — 
Full of wit and prone to rigor, 

Here's to Pennsylvania Thud ! 

Though lame his leg, his mind is rapid, 
And all the House is hushed and glad 

When, to squelch some talker viq»id, 
Rises Pennsylvania Thad. 

He's in candor u believer ; 

All may know the thought he had ; 
For no mealy-mouthed deceiver 

Is oar wrinkled Uncle Thad. 

ft 

KltO ^thets he rushes : 

All nro " f raitdi s" or are '* mad"~ 
All who dare to cross the wishes 

Of our PeonsylvBiila Thad. 
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Thad, we like you ; you are able ; 

And the biggest brick tliat we have had 
In our loud congressiooal Babel 

Is onr Pemugrl^anuh Tbad. 

%ite of age^ he still ii hmnaii. 

And wbilr tn man he i? not bad, 
Oh dear! a good man to a woman — 
The kfaidBest man is Unde Thad. 

■ 

Nak^ truth for him hath charms ; 

And for the negroes, like a '* Rad,'* 
And for their right to ''be in arms," 

Nobly fought our Uncle Thad. 

Go it, my old shoulder-hitter! 
For, though we think yoor logic bod, 

YouVe jn?t as brilliant n-i you're bittei^ 
Here's to reuusylvuuiu Thad ! 

THE HILL OF KILLENABDBN. 

Though time effaoes memory, 
And grieft the bo8om harden, 

m ne'er for^'ct. wlicrc'cr T be, • 

That day ut Killenurdeu ; 
IVnr there, while fancy reveled wide, 

Tlie summer's day flew o'er ine ; 
The friends I loved were at my side. 

And Irish fields before me. 

The road was steep ; the pelting showers 

Had cooled the sod beneath ns ; 
And there were lots of mountain flowers, 

A garland to enwreath us. 
Far, far below the landscape shone 

With wheat ami new-mown meadowSj 
And as o'erhead the clouds Hew on, 

Beneath swept on tiieir shadows. 

Oh, fHends, beyond the Atlantic's foam 

'I'here may be nul»ler mountains, 
And in our new far Western home 

Green fields and brighter fountains; 
Bnt as for me, let time destroy 

All dreams, but this one pardon, 
And barren memorj' long enjoy 

That daj on Killenarden. 
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•THE LIFE CHASE. 

They started when the morniiig Uaalied 

Above the wave, 
Em th, in its dewy freshu^, hushed 

As is the grave; 
They started whence a torrent nuhed 

Down from the hill, 
And many a flower their fooQnints enuhed, 

On harrying stilL 

A rosy child— the ([uarry — tx^fwd 

Adown the vale ; 
Each dew-drop from the rose he sipped. 

And lily pale ; 
Oft in the crystiil stream lie dipped. 

Nor thouglit of fear, 
Bat, merry-eyed and cheny-lipped, 

Made music there. 

He recked not that he was pnniied— 

So youth is blind, 
Bnt mocked the doll decrepitude 

That la^'tred Injhind; 
He sought the covert of a wood. 

And loudly laughed, 
Old huntsman of the fearful mood, 

I scorn thy shaft." 

Not frowned nor smiled the hnntsman old. 

But tottered on ; 
His eyes were keen, his handa were cold,. 

Ilis visage wan ; 
A drapery of dorkuebs rolled 

Around his form, 
And still he chased through wood and WOld, 

Through shine and storm. 

When evening o'er the mountains came, 

The child grew weak ; 
Gone the rich vigor of his fiamA, 

And pale his cheek; 
Ikit tlic Imntsman's eyes are still aflame, 

And deq> his breath — 
Life is that huntsman's dying game, 

That hontsmao, lieath. 
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THE DIFFERENCE." 

• When the news of Jim Lane's suicide 
Was brnited through the city, 
Some few — a ven* few men sij^'lied 
" Dear me 1 o'h, what a pity 1" 

But when the news ^* Lane has not died" 

Fell sjidly on the city. 
Then all the town, like one man, cried 
Deaf Savior! what a pity!" 



LECOMFTOirs BLACK BBI6ADK>* 

A BOHO OF TBK CHABLBBTON OONTE?ITTOK. 

Single-handed, and sarrottnded by Lecompton's bhick brigade, 
With the trearary of a nation drained to pay for hireling aid ; 
All the weapons of corruption — the !)rihe, the flireiit, the lie — • 
AU the forces of his rivals leagued to make this one man die, 
Yet smOingly he met them, his heart and forehead tiaie, 
And they quailed beneath the lightningB of hia Une eye*s sudden 
glare; 

Forallbeldndlilm thronging the mighty people came, 
With looks of fiery eagerness and words of leaping flame— 

"A DoroLAs and a Douglas!" 

Hark to the people's cry. 
Shaking the earth beneatm their feefe, 
' And thundering tfironi^ the sky. 

Crooked and weak, but envioos as the witches of Misdiedi, 

Came old and gray Buchanan a-hnngering for his dealii; 
And full of mortal strategy, with green and rheumy eyes, 
JoHH Slidsll — he of Houmas — each poisoned arrow tries. 
With cold and stony visage, lol RitKCKiXRiDOE is there, 
While old Jok Lane keeps flourishing his rusty sword in air ; 
But still the Little Giant" holds unmoved his fearless way. 
While the great waves of the people behind hutfrock uid sway-— 
"A Douglas and a Douglas! 

No hand but his can guide. 
In sndi a strait, our ship of state 

Across the stormy tiae.'* 
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A poisonous reptile, many-acaled and with nm^t Milule fang, 
OawleJ fonvard Cai.i;i5 "(^fshino, while l)t'liiiHl his rattles rang; 
And, mounted on a charger of hot and glossy black, 
The Alabamian YiLNCEv dashes in witli fell attack: 
Lo! Bayard is aroused, and quits his favorite cards and di(!e, 
While Jeff Davis plots with Biglek lull many a foul device; 
But, smiling still, against them all th^ Ooe Foe holdB bis own, 
While lender still and loader the cry bdiind has grown — 

*' A Douglas and a Douglap, 

Who every base trick spurns ; 
The people's will soveragn still, 

And that to Douolas turns." 

Half horse, half alligator, here from Mississij)i)i's banks 

The blatant Barky caracols and spurs along the ranks ; 

From Arkansaw comes Burrows, with his ''toothpick" in its sheath, 

While that jaandiced Georgian, Saokjbov, shows his giim and ng^y 

teeth ; 

And Bahksdale barks his bitterest bark, and curls his stunted tail, 
And snarls like forty thousand curs beneath a storm of hall ; 

But smiling now — almrtst a laugh — the Dot^oT As marches OH, 
While many milliuu voices rise iu chorus like to one — 

"A Douglas and a Douglas!" 

Louder the war-song grows : 
" God speed the man who fights 80 well 

Against a thousand foes." • 

Long and fierce was the encounter beneath the burning sky, 
Fierce were the threatening gestures— the words m ng shrill and high ; 
In a struggle most protracted, after seven and fifty shocks, 
Like those old gigantic combats in which lltans fought with rocks 
(And with ** rocks," but of a different kind, no doubt Buchamait 
fought), 

This first pitched battle of the war unto its end was brought; 
And smiling still, with stainless plume and eye as clear as day, 
The **Lmia Giakt*' held hu own through all that mnrderous Dray:' 

**And a Douglas and a Douglas 1'* 

Still louder grows the roar 
Which swells and floats from myriad throats 

like waves on some wild shore. 

Oh ! a dieer for Colonel Flourvot, who to help oar chief £d press, 

May memory perish ifjiis name ^ve cease to love and bless ! 
And a cheer for all the good and true who faced the music's note, 
Who seised old Htdba* in his den, and shook him hy the throat. 

• i. The too domineering spirit of die Slave Power, which expected the 
Northern delegaUons to accept wliateTer candidate and platform tlie South 
demanded* 
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Th(ut;:h our conntrv stand forever, from her record ne'er willfede 
The gioiy of that combat with Leoomptou's black brigade ; 
And wbai Jane oomes with het roses, at BalUnKwe weH domi 
The **LimiB Giant/' who has met and rtni^ eom^tion down. 
So a Douglas -md a Dottglas! 

While hearts have smiles and tears. 
Your naine will c^w, your praise sliaU flow, 
Through all the coming years. 



THE LYRIC OF TWEDDLB HALL.** 
aisnmrDu>T msoaiaBP to thk < kntuai. uAtLaoAD and m bvats 



Who killed the Democracy ? 
" It was I,** said ^ete Csgger, 

"With my poisonous dagger^ 
It w:is I killed Denioi nu y." 

And who helped him to do it? 
"It was J," said D'ri. ( Igden, 
" 'Twas an act hy a liog don^ 

And I helped him to do it." 

And who held the blood-basin ? 
" It was I/' said Sam Tilden ; 
When the red blood was spilled in, 
It was I held the basin." « 

And wholl have to pay for it? 

. * ' Alas : " cried the " Central,'* 
" I feel in my ventral 
And heart that I'll pay for it." 

And who'll keep the soul quieted ? 
*• I'll gladly." sighed Cassidy, 
**Pay the i)riest for a mass a day 

To keep its soul quieted." 

And who'll have revenge for it ? 
" We, we," yelled the young men — 
" Bold, Iioncst, and strong men, 

We'll have deep levenge for i1^" 

And wholl write its epitaph ? 
" Woe's me, " sang O'KeUIy, 



CENTRAL OOMMITIKK. 



But III write its epitaph." 
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When and where shall we bury it? 

" We'll do that next Novemhor. 

With our watchword ' Remember !' — 
Oh, moet nobly well bvaj it.*' 

What may mean this *' Remember?** 
** Gagger's Yoke to shake oft', man. 
As we should have done Hoftman 

When he ran last November." 

Can't the thing be " made nice," boys ? 
*' No ; \N c'll light as we've chosen 
•nn a hot place is frozen — 
' Then we'll fight on the ice, boys." 

Dare you beat the state ticket ? 

*'To disgrace we're not wedded, 
And we'll go ' double-headed,' 
Jiiflt to beat that state tidcet" 

What! let Radicals win, boys? 
** Ay, well vote for the devil 
Till we get this thing level — . 

We'd let Ueelzebub win, boys." 

Are yon all of this thinking ? 
"All! all!" cried the masses: 
** Too long we've been asses, 

Bat we now do tall thinking." 

Unil yon hold to this pledge, boys? 

**Ay, so help ns nur Savior 1 

All our future behavior 
SiaiD be true to this pledge, boys.** 

What! no bargain or compromise? 
Everlastingly damn any 
Man who, wirii Tamnuuiy, 

Talks of a compromise." 

Then you hoist the black banner? 

"Ay, it's war to the knife — 

It is now life for life, 
And we hcnst the black banner." 

Against odds youll be fighting ? 
** 'Gainst ' the deck and the devil,' 
Till we get this thing level, 

Well do nothmg but i^hting.'* 



T 
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Don't you fear old Pete Cagger ? 
'*Po<)h I tlie red-faced, wee fellow. 
With Im wig of bright yellow — 

Well jiul p-p-p-p-pnff at Fete CaggBt.** 



«<GIVE ME GUANO OB GIVE ME DEATH t'"* 

Jtoyy BIiHir 1» JMmom. 

Alack ! alack ! poor Jerr}- Blac k, 

Do you call yourself a man, oh, 
Yet on the President go back 

For a dunghill of guano ? 
Tour bust let rioaoina hold, 

While Clio will recordjour 
Foal name, as one ^o Eraedoin sold 

For BO much peosnin's ordnre. 



TO UKCLE SAM.*' 
A €BT mm na aoufKM nr nomrasioy nisoa^ aa^a avaLni. 

Airs ** 2%« Weartng pftJt* O ttmJ* 

Oh, Uode 8am, and did yon hear 

The news that's going round? 
Protection in your starry liag 

No longer can be found ; 
For Seward he is England's tool, 

A truckler cold and mean, 
And be oudawB every dtiaea 

Whoever wore the green. 

Oh, ii-i ritizL'iis — Americans— 

We gloried in the name. 
And on many a held our blood we shed 

To guard yonr flag of fiime ; 
But to-day Ho m hntids, as if 
Mere felons we had been : 
* The only charge that Eni^and brings, 
These boys were for the green.*'^ 

We are citizens twice over, 

By the law and by the sword, 
By adoption and by service — 

Bnt our daims are now ignored. 
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Say, Uncle Sam, is this your wish. 

And do you really mean 
Thai TOoVe outlawed all your faithM sons 

Whose birth was of the green ? 

We have hud no trial — ewy prayer 

For justice is refused ; 
Never heard of oar aecmera. 

Nor of what we are accused. 
Bat England, grinningi holds as here 

In bondage close and keen, 
Wliile Seward smiles, and says no word 

To save the boys in green. 

Say, Uncle Snm, did England earn 

Our beward's wish to jjlease, 
When Iwr pirates drove your pcacefbl flag 

Of commerce from the sen s ? 
And it was from her great oisenuls 

The Sondi was armed, I ween. 
While we were figbtiTip: on yonr side— 

We boys who wear the green. 

Oh, if we are not citizens, 
Th«[i— for yonr own fidr fiune — 

Disclaim us quickly, openly, 
And save your flag from shame. 

But if citizens you think us yet 
(And n.iide so twice we've been), 

Bid Se\\ ;)rd write : " Kelease at onoe 
Our boys who wear the green." 



THE PRESIDENT TO OONGBES&'' 
Ain ** yonlm HoocBe Amd^.** 

Gmertd Onkrtf No* 1. 
Headqnarteia In the Whtte Honae, Janoaiy 81, 1887. 
L 

Andy Johnson is my name^ 

Tennessee my nation, 
** Swinging round" it is my game, 

And President mv station. 
Yankee Doo may squirm and screech, 
* Yankee Doodle Dandv, 

But Yankee Doodle won't impeach 

Hia great plebeian," Andy. 
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n. 

Um lc Thud is drunk or mad 

When lie the sdieme proposes, 
Per heaven's own plan made me the man 

To be your " second Moses!" 
Let Ashley rave mid IMiillips preach, 

Yankee Doodle Daiidv, 
But Wail Street can not yci impeach 

The " seoond Moses," Audyl 

in. 

It seems that I'm the anvil" now. 

And Congress is " the Immmcr ;" 
The spark-s of tight lly lar mid bright, 

And deafening is the clamor ; 
But no dead duck ' by hunter StTttCk, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
So fiur can reach as to impeach 

The "drde-Bwhigiiig^' Andy." 

IV. 

I had better, p'r'aps, have shut my mouth 

Than Congress so have pelted ; 
Perhaps too quickly for the South 

My bowels may have melted ; 
But 'twas a generous faidt, you'll own, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
And not enough to cost his throne 

To your repentant Andy. 

V. 

You're stripped me of my dearest power- 
To ii>e it none were braver ; 

Even Mrs. Cobb can't get a job 
Of pardoning now to save her j ' 

I'm only President in name, 
Yankee Doodle Dandy, 

Then why iuipcach, and blast the tame 
Of the once most pop Andy F 

TL 

I can't appoint the man I want 

To aid my re-election ; 
My spoils are lost, and, tempesMoflied, 

My friends are in dejection. 
I nominated men of fame, 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
But the Sraate mm't contirm a name 

lliat 80 much as smella of Andy. 
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And once — ^'twas in the Gle?e3and scrape, 

When the boys required a preacher — 
My private Miles, wid his "winnia' amileSi" 
4 Seduced even Father Beecher I 

But worse to keep than to sedncOy 

Yankee Doodle Dandy, 
For Beech., as never did my "goose," 

Took wingB and fled fnm An!dj. 

vm. 

Along the railroads, near and fiur. 

With patriot resolution, 
I left " the flag Mritli every star," 

Likewise **tiie Constitntaoai.** 
I did tIic levol ])est I could, 

Yankee DocKile Dandy, 
But " bj fimtttBtiea nisaiidflKKiood" 

Is die ^itaph of Andy. ■ 

IX. 

Impeach me if you think 'twill pay — 

But it won't pay, I'll be bound, sirs ; 
IVn>, driring things this reckless way, 

You'll drive 'em in the ground, sirs. 
The people may have thought me WTOng» 

Yankee Doodle Dundy, 
But ii punishment too long atld BtrODg 
win them back to Andy. 

By order of the C)onunander-iu-Chief, 

MILES O'REILLY, 
Asst. Adjt. Gen. and Chief of Sinnenu 

A true copy: 

WaiouT EivjiS, Ooloiiel and A. D. C, U. S. A. * 



ST. TAMMANY'S TERBOK. 

. All ! I sicken contemplating 

Next election day — 
Sicken with a wd fbrewarning 
That, when comes that fatal morning. 
Fifty thousand freemen waiting, 

All trill block my way ; 
Tes, my heart sinks contenq>Iating 
Kext election day. 
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Ah I my heart grows foil of terror- 
Terror of the fray — 
And iny mind is busy shaping 
Some small loop-hole for escaping— 
'Scaping from the fatal error 
Of prt)voking such a day ; 
Tes, my blood congeals with terror, 
TUnldiig of that ft»]r. 

Ah ! my heart is sore with sigliing 
*' Were I safe away!" 
But my wish must fall unheeded, 
Now the sacrifice is needed— 

I must do my public djing • 

On election dav : 
And my heart is full of sighing 
**WeralMftawayr 

Ah ! my heart is pained with thinUng^ 
Thinking of lost sway — 
Thinking of a city plundered, 
Ttettj bonds and friendship snndared, 
All the honest voters shrinking 

From my side away ; 
Yes, my heart is pained with thinking 
Of next election day. 



"MANHOOD AGAINST THE MACHINES."^' 

Air: " Tht IVcaniig of the Green:' 

Oh, brothers dear, and did you hear 
The woftd news to-day f 

The "Lunch Club" of the City Hall 

Aspire to boundless sway. 
So Connolly, he must die the death, 

And Hardy not be seen, 
Nor Walsh, nor nny other boy 
That ever wore the green ; 

For Sweeny of the black mustache, 

And Hoffnmn of tlie bro^\'n, 
And Tweed with no mustache at all. 
Now daim to own the town. 

These princes of Mnstadif odmn — 

Their sjiirits black and brown — 
Now claim that they, and they alone, 
Are masters of the town j . 
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So Waterbnry he must fall 
Beneath their guillntino. 
In favor of A. Oakey Hull, 
Who cursed the Irish green. 

And the childn n (tf the Rhineland 

"Were cuised by him, I weeu, 
But now we all miut vote forHall, 
Both Geraian twys and green. 

Bntbefiire we own tlic "Lunch CliiV* 

Has arrived at hnundless sway, 
We il have a rising of the pikes 

On next election day. 
Our l)eltanc fires we'll kindle. 

As in Ireland they were seen, 
WHen Ireland's sons, in "ninety-eight, 
Were rising for the tureen. 

And the heroes of the black mustache, 

TTie no mustache, and brown, 
Will find, before the fight is o'er, 
They do not own the town. 

Oh, against the grim Kxcise Law, 

And to crush the Tammany'" Ring," 
And against an Albany Police 
Our flag abroad well fling ; 
For the people's rights we stand,amiyed-~ 

An army grand, I ween, 
As Sarsfield led at Fontenoy 
Beneath the Irish green. 

And we mean to win the battle ; 

For among nfl here are seen 
Tlie Germans and the native-honi, 
And the boys who wear the greeu. . 

We have chieftains tried and gallant 

As ever faced a foe — 
The " Big Judge"* and the "long Judge ' 

Arm-in-arm we see them go; 
Smith i:iy, too, and Billy WaUh, 

Ajre brigadiers, I ween. 
While the color-hearer of our line 
Is Miles, who wears the green. 

^ So Sweeny, Tweed, and liullmau now 
May fairly set it down, 
The ''Lunch ( liih" reign is over, 
And we boys have won the town. 

16 I 
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SOON WE'LL HAVE THE UmON BACK. 

OAXKAMK M>M«: UHttMUM JkAAVm UXOOLM. 

Air: ^* The Etmten <if KaUt:dsff.*' 

Good people all. lintli great and small, 

I sing a talc uf pity, 
My hand I fling across the string, , 

And wakon u]i tlie ditty; 
A rained laud that ouce was grand 

Is not a joking matter, 
Though Abe, we know, the more onrwoe, 
The luore his jokes he'll chatter; 
Oh, M-( lelhin, 

(i corbie B. M'C'lelhin, 
Shall we have the Union hack ? 
Tell us '*Mac"— M^CleUan. 

All evils sure we could endure, 
Thrice all the ills we snflSer, 

Conld wc hut glance on any diance 

Our Union to recover ; 
There gleams one way a flash of day. 

But one hriglit bow of promise — 
Grooil Lonl, alack! just give ns " Mac," 
Au' take Abe Lincoln from usl 
• Oh,M'('lellan, 

(leorgie B. M'Clcllan, 
The one to bring tke Union back 
la only " Mac"— MHiHeUaiL 

Then not a rag of oar old flag 

Should ever ])art asnndcr ; 
. " Fair terms of peace if vou will cease — 
If not, well give you ttmnder!" 
A million swords to back our words 

Beneath Al'Clellan gleaming, 
And soon, yon know, Jeft" D. and Co., 
"For France thcv would be Steaming. 
Oh, M'Clcilan. 

Ocorgie B. I\rClellan, 
Soon we'll liavc our ]M-isoners biudt 
Under Mac— M*Cielkn. 

Tiip people all, both great and small, 

Except the sons of " shoddy," 
Are on the track for Little Mac — 

They're with him sool and body ; * 
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For well they know the nation's woe 

Cau never be abated, ■ 
nil in command of all the land 
Onr chief we have instoted. 
.Oh,M'Clellan, 

Georgie B. M*Clellan, 
Tfae Union will come leaping back 
Under Mac— M'Clellan. 



EPIGRAM BY THE COLLECTOK. 

Arninitl my neck he placed his wiiijr. 
And cooed and billed aL& doxos mav sing — 

This treacherous and dnU bird; 
While yet his beak, with hhxKly art, 
lie strove to fasten in my heart — 

This voltare-^udaa Holbnxd. 



JOHN ICOBRISSEY IfY JO, JOHN.*' 

AH SABIUBT 4ST AHD PBATBB tBJLV ttl MAY KOT BB CKWBimBD BT BIS 

ASSOOUmmis IX OONSB888. 

John IVfon i-soy my jo, Jolin, 

When first 1 kenned ye weel, 
Yonr ainns were like twa iron flails, 

Your hands like sltigs o* steel ; 
But now ye've gaithered pelf, John, 

An* to C!ongrc.ss ye mann go, 
Where they fight less fairly than joilfsd^ 

John Morrissey my jo. 

John Morrissey my jo, John, 

\Vi' braid and monly breast, 
Te bae fiiced fti' mony a mon, John, 

To iry which jnon w^as best ; 
There were tough knocks fairly dealt, John, 

Bnt to Congress now ye go, 
Where they gouge an' strike bdow the belt, 

John Morrissey my jo. 

John Morrissey my jo, Jnhii, 

We hae played an' drank ihegitber, 

An* fa' monj a " tiger*' figjit, John, 
We hae hisd wi' ane anither ; 
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Ob, at cheatin' still ye iriocked, Joho, 

But to Congress now ye go, 
Where the dice are cogged and the cairds are stocked, 

John MoaruMej my jo. 

John Morrissey my jo, John, 

Wi'^ief our liearts aro stirred, 
Por still to friend an' foe, John, 

Yoar bond was aye your word ; 
But I fear y( "11 learn to lie, John, 

When to Congress now ye go, 
For twad tak a saint to resist the taint, 

John Morrissey my jo. 

John Morrissey in v jo, John, 

■ On your good pluck ye relied, 
An' against no pitted foe, John, 

The " hocnssmg game" ve tried ; 
But ye'll find it hocus" all, John, 

When to Congress now ve go, 
An* we fear fine your high stand ye ll fall, 

John Morrissey my jo. 

John MoiTissey my jo, John, 

These politicians deal 
From a faro-box false-bottomed 

Wi* springs o' patent ** steal." 
Will your scruples never melt, John, 

When to Congress now ye go ? 
Can ye dealtiie same square game ye dealt, 

John Morrissey my jo ? 

John Morrissey my jo, John, 

It ne'er was kenned your nhiA 
To luck a faUen foe, John, 

Or spam a helpless man ; 
.But ye'll find.n different rule, John, 

When to Congress now ye go. 
For. they Uck the South, having gagged its mouth, 

John Morrissey my jo. 

John Morrissey my jo, John, 

My heart in terror beats, 
For you've got into unco' company — 

A gang o' patent cheats. 
Ye hae fought an* gambled fair, Jidin, 

But to Congress now ye go. 
An* I fear they may corrupt you there, 

John Morrissey my jo. 
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FERXANDO'S CARD." 
TO THE VOTERS OF THE NINTH CONGRESblONAL DISTRICT. 

The royal prince who reigns in hell 

Has been mnligned in various matters, 
And now would have tlie people tell 

How silly they regard such clatters. 
H6 asks your votes ; 'tis not for pelf, 

But to rebuke all saints and sages 
Who say the archangels and himself 

Have not been cronies throagh all ages. 



FOURTH CX>NCISB8SI0NAL DISTRICT.^ 

Our theatres with "Box and Cox" 

Were crammed from pit to rafter, 
J3iit now the farce of *'Cox and Fox" 
Fills the whole town with laughter. 



A BUMPER TO GBAlirr. 
ram oim or ma lyuoal oammioii. 

Air: •• Benny Tlavena, ohF* 

Come, fill your glasses, fellows, 
And stand np in a row, 

. Ou a presidential drinking 
We are going for to go ; 
Let us have no more sobriety — 

At least no more to-night — 
While for President Ulysses Gi^t 
We take our foremost flight. 
Oh, for President Ulysses 

Let every glass be bright — 
May he rule the country he has saved, 
And God defend the right. 

His hand is soft; to meei a fHend, 

And mailed to meet a foe — 
He's the Mi8sissip))i River horse, 

Resistless as its flow ; 
He's the conqueror of leagnered towns, 

And victor in the field — 
"So foe has ever grappled Grant 
. That was not forced to yield. 
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So to President T'lyssc-; 

Brim every gUiaij to ui^Mit, 
May he lulo tbe ooaiury lie has saved, 

And God defend the'xii^t. 

In tlic worid to-day no^pnmder naae 

Is liorne on any breeze, 
And with Grant to steer the ship ul state, 

Our fla^ shall rale tbe seas; 
No " dominion" shall be north of US, * 

And south of us no foe-~ 
Onr stars and stripes in the Canadas, 
And likewise Mexico. 

for with Prcfiident lUyssci 

Tliere'll he few who care to fight — 
May he rule tli*> country he has saii'ed, 
And God defend the right. 

No more shall Irish officers 

In En;;lisli diinpeoiis pine, 
No more shall ^eward s endless notes 

In endless terror whine ; 
We'll ast^ert onr jilnce of nationhood. 

And take our proper rank, 
With iron-clads to guard our shores. 
And bnllion in tlie Imnk : 

All this when Grant is President, 
To whom our fiiith we jtlight — 
May he rule the country he ha8 8aved« 
And God defend the right. . 

Oh, the Queen of the Antillc^s 

Must be wooed and must be won. 
With her groves of palm and orange 

Flashing brightly in the sun ; 
And our brethren of the beaten states. 

Who sutler wrong to-day, 
Will tiiiil a generous hand hdd out 
Wien Grant has come to sway; 
For generous Ulysses 

To the men who felt his w&f^t — 
May ho rlilc the cciuntrv lie has savcdt 
And Uud dctitiul the right. 

We are sick of old Thad Stevens, 

We are sick of iiutler too ; 
£^ of Kelly, Ashley, Sumner, 

And that God-forsaken <»ew. 
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Let the men who faced the mupic 

When the storm ran high and hard, 
All join to make Ulysses Grant 
Our captain of the guard. 

For with candidnte Ulysses 
.We can make the bolliest fight 
'to rule tlie couiitrv he has saved) 
And God defend the right. 

.Then old John Bull at TJverixjol 

Will some day wake and grouu, 
Finding Furagnt at anchor 

And his jinrts wide oi>en thrown: 
** Settle up your Anglo-rebel bills, 

And quickly, if you ])lea8e, 
For General Grunt is j^rcsident, 
And I command the seas." 
To thig we pledge Ulysses, 

And to him we drink to-night — 
May he rule the country he has savedj 
And God defend the right. 

2So, boys, a tinai bumper, 

While we all in chorns chant~ 
•'For next President wti nominate 

Our own Uljrasea Grant." 
And if asked what state he iudb from, 

This our solo rcplj shaU be, 
*' From near Appomattox Court-house, 
With its famous apple-tree." 

For 'twas there, to our Ulysses, 
Tliat Lee gave up the fight — 
i>ow, hoy&y " To Grant for President, 
And God defend the light." 



A STOHM BBSWmO. 

** You arc growing masculine, my dear," 

Said a husband to his wife ; 
" You are disini])roviii^' with emrjJWt 

Since you beciune my wife." 

"A bitter thing of yourself you hove said," 
Was the lady's answer true; 
For an angel you thon||ht me when I was 
What has dumged me to be a shrew? 
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"And If I have now a harder heart, 

Tis in order my griefs to bear ; 
roTHhen husbands forget what is manhood's imrt, 
THen the wives for themselves must care." 



A PRESIDENTIAL WARNING. 

A ir: «' (hikl Ireland, 2/Ott'lV my dorMv*** 

Mu5ha, Audie dear, 
I mightily foKC 
That your chance ia ashleep— «an yon wake it P 

Jj'or the Faynian vote 
^ Seward gripped by the throat, 
An clanc out of its boots did shake It 
The gallant O'Naie 
He did impale 
The wrong side of the Canada bordhere ; 
An' the Faynians wor shtopped, 
An' their rations wor lopped, 
Undher Grant's imperative ordhers. 

Faix ! Seward and Shpeed — 
Who detest you in'lpefl— 
May well choke with malicious kiughter* 
For, while this is the deed * 
Of Bill Seward an' Shpeed, 
It is Johnson tlm Faynians are afther. 

Sind Seward away, 
Clane across the say. 
To tliem English he loves so dearly | 

An* that you are for Pat— 
, If you'll only do tJiat— 
The Faynians will recognize clearly. 
But in case vou don't. 
Or you can't or won't— 
Though they like you, an' like yoar notions— 
Ine Faynians, I fear, 
May start off right here, 
To the Radicals payin' devotions. 

An' then Seward an' Shpeed — 
Who detest you indeed— 
May wen choke with malicious laughter: 
For, while this is the deed 
Of Bill Seward ftn' Shpeed, 
It is Andie the Faynians are aftiier. 
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I am for you, my boy, 
My jewel an' joy, 
Till a sartain warm raygion is frozen ; 
And if my friendship firm 
Could prolong your term, 
raix ! the ciiuir you now till you might doze in ; 
But these Fnynians grand 
Are a hot-headed band. 
An' tliey (liink they wor thrated unfairly ; 
An' if somethin' ain't done 
To cut short their fun, 
Och, tlieir votes will be cast mighty quarely. 
An' then Seward an' Mipeed — 
Who detest you indeed — 
Their midriffs may shplit wid laughter; 
i'or, while this is the deed 
Of Bill Seward an* Shpeed, 
It is Johnson the Faynians are afkher. 



CHURCH, CAGGER. AND PIPER." 

Poor dead " Kegularity," 

Claiming our charity, 
Lies in a plight most horrid^ 

Mangled all sadly, 

Lifeless, and badly 
Gashed in the breast aira the fiyrehead. 

Who used the dagger? 
With insolent swagger, 
" Twas I," says Pete Caqqbb, 
Of the murder a bragger — 
** Twas I used the £gger.'* 

And wboll have to pay for it ? 

Who'll rue the day for it? 
Who'll have to do all the weeping ? / 

•* We, we, " sMd the Rbgbxct ; 

"We a grim legion see 
On to avenge her sweeping." 

And think yon that CaGgeb, 

W ho now lias the swagger 
Of a bravo who slays for his stipend. 

Will still be a bragger 

Of using the dagger 
When the time to' avenge her has ripened ? 
L 2 
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*' No,** said Dsav of the Central, 

Slow p:UTi!i;L' liis ventral, 

As if in each entrail 
An agony rose which half rent it ; 

"He who killed 'Regularity/ 

Petk Cac.oku the carroty, 

That man without charity, 
Yoq'U find him the first to repoit it. 

9 

In each I'retiidential 

Convention, essential 
We found the strong nid she supplied ns; 

Ob, deed of dark horror ! 

At Charleston, but for her 
The 8onth wotdd our seats have dmied ns. 

It was Chubch held the basm, 
That grim anti-mason, 

He caught her, and gnggcd her, andboandher; 
But 'twas i'ETEK who killed her, 
Twas his dagger spilled her . 

Most innocmt life-blood around her. 

"Assisted by Piper, 

That venomous viper, 
In secret the plau was agreed on ; 

But now in blank tenor 

Tliev see their mad error, 
And fear is the food they most feed on." 

Tliese men without charity 

Killed "Kepnlarity;" 

Yonder .small carroty 
Man used the dagger : 

Down with Old Tammany! 

Butcher iier — damn any 

Man who can't sham any 
Love for Pktb Cagoeb." 

Pbtr is not mendable — 

Salalde, vendible, 
Prone to assumption, 
Wanting in gumption, 
Playing Old Nick with the Centrsl ; 
Corning mnst stop him, 
Richmond close crop him, 
Snub and subdue hun, 
Wholly undo him, 
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Or Tammany H.vi.i, will yet give to the Central 
A panch in that region which doctors call ventrnl— 
A twinge in each kidney, and memhrane, and entrail— 



Jost to make it remember 
That, after November, 

The war-path hefore us, 
The Wigwam's flag o'er us, 
Knives and tomahawks re^uly, 
(Jur warriors all steady, 



We can whip such Old Fogydoni till it begs charity, 
And surrenders eiicli wretch who assailed '"Begularity." 



LINES TO A COXGKKSS.MAN." 
Air: ^'■Jmnmtte amljeannot." 

You are \oting the wrong way, 

Oh my Congressman of note ; 
You spoke agauist it t'other day, 

l?nt now it has vour vote. ^ 
Yoitre on this and t'other tnck, 

Alternating like my rhymes, 
And in vain we try yum- conrse to track 

Through the columns of tlie Times. * 

When yon wear a Johnson coat, 

In the Philadelphia style, 
Then you're sure to cast a Radical vote. 

However the House may miile ; 
Let whatever happen hap, 

Disregarding all advice, 
Oh, you turn your coat and turn your cap 

As jugglers change their dice. 

Now if I were in vour seat, 

I would make an open rule. 
One day with the Johnson men to meet, 

And the next with the Stevens school; 
Consistency ■t^\ ^uUl give, 

And we should not think you mad 
If each odd day "Conservative,** 

Each evm day a Bad«" 

Take an almanac for guide, 

Atid your prosjiects will improve ; 

Heed not ultliougli Ijt Blonde deride, 
And the House with langhter mm'e. 
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With this odd and even rnle 

We may guess at your "posish," 
While now you're neither hot nor cool, 
Keither cabbage, meat, nor fish. 



yOIC£ OF THE ARMY. 

A 0*«PJt103l SOSe FOK M^UHLLAH AttAtKVT LUOOUb 

AW: « fibote wha ha* wT WaBaet MM.** 

Comrades of the tented field, 
Who the flag woukl never yield, 
Making ufjour breasts a shield 

Where the pennon flew — 
Men who have with steady breath 
Rushed on lines of blazing death, 
Thus a wounded brother saith — 

**To yourselves be true !'* 

Faithful to the nation's chief, 
Woric he bliss or work he grie^ 
UIU the hour of just relief, 

When our votes we fling; 
If he err, not onrs to heed ; 
Jf he err, 'tis ours to bleed — 
This the soldier's simple creed, 

And to this we cling. 

But, at length, the hour is here, 
When with soldier conscience clear, 
We in judgment may appear 

On his hateful thrall ; 
Past respect for his high place 
Bids us only veil the face — 
iilirinking back from the disgrace, 

bad and silent all. 

Turn, oh comrades of the tent^ 
Of the wirh bullets rent — 
Of the field with blood besprent, 

Tnm to brighter skies. 
See, with soldier lirow and hand, • 
Sympathizing, calm, and grand, 
Chosen chief of all Ao land, 

Our own M^CIeUan rise. 
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Let no ribald king or clown 

L\q away our chiefs renown — 
btrike the coward scoffers down ; 

Teach them what they are. 
Bats and owlets dread the dawn. 
Cowards, i>hiiiderers — all the spawn 
Far from our dread work withdrawn— 

Strive his way to bar. 

Vain their efforts, brother tried — 
Sharer of our woe and pride, 
Little -\[;ic," nur iViciid and ^^nide, 

Our watchword and our stair. 
Hail him, drnms, with g^d alamu — 
Hail him with your fiery charma— 
AU the din of battling arras — 

Ye Ids music are. 

SOLEMN FOUTICAL DEATH-BED. 

iiAftT woana or WBMttAsato wooo to nn imoTiiiai bcmby wood^ op wood's 

mraao mik8tbu8. 

Bring the fiddle, bones, and l)anjo — play a dirge, niy l>rother Hen, 
For 1 feel that I'm a goner, down among the deadest men ; 
In the Limbo, drear and dismal, where lost politicians roast. 
They are atoking up the furnace for the brownest kind of toast ; 

And I feel it in my Iwnes, Hen, 

And hence are all my moans, Hen, 

That the toasting-prongs are ready, 

And the white heat sure and stCMdy, 

The hungry imps all grinnine. 

And fhe cooks prepared for winning. 
While I fed myself the victim doomed to feed tl^ hangiy host. 

♦WeU, I' played my last card boldly, but the Wigwam trumped my 

trick. 

And when X heard the ticket named, that moment I grew sick. 
On tliat instant flashed before me all my dark and hideous pti&t. 
And I heard them in the Limlio cry, We'll get our own at last.'* 

You may think it was some '"Birds," Hen, 

Wlio chirped those fatal words, Hen, 

But no : 1 felt them wreathe me 

From the >]':•■:■]), fierce pit lirncath me, 

Like seiijents coiled and liissing, 

Their forked fangs never missing, 
And I know 'twas Limbo shouted, ** Oh, well get cor own at h^t,'* 
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Since the game nt leiigth is over, and niy bully hand played ont, 
Of the ]inst nnd its ftchievements I begin to feel a doubt ; 
Perhaps it had been better had I played a squarer game — 
' Been lees fidse and heartless to my friends, less selfish in my aim ; 

But it s now too late to think. Hen, 

I can only cower and shrink. Hen, 

For they're piling up the fagots, 

And I see some fieiy maggots 

Wriggling upward to receive me 

When the last putfs, panting, leave me — 
Through all my limbs political I feel the creeping flame. 

No use to sigh or sn uggle, 'twas a bold, bad game 1 played — 
No private ties, no public ties to break was I afraid ; 
Still my loaded dice threw sixes, and niy dupes paid out tlieir gnld, 
And mjr coat-sleeve had an open mouth the ace and king to hold. 
Oh, the tricks were easy won, Hen, 
And my dujies so nicely done, lien, 
That I stood knee- deep in clover. 
While long years and years rolled over, 
Cheating all the fools around me, 
Breaking all the bonds that bound mo, 
Impassive as u granite rock — as bloodless and as culd. 

But after all, perhaps tliere are some surer cards to play; 
It is not wise nil friends we have to use and lling away ; 
There may be policy in fiuth and folly in deceit — 
I thinkf had I a partner now, I'd try hard }iot to cheat. 

Ikit the knowledge comes too lute, Hen, 

Comes while the yawning gate, Hen, 

Revolves on fien" hinges, 

And tlic red heat redly tinges 

The liery hands extended > 

To tell me life is ended— 
They have found an "altered invoice," which they taD|^e round my 
feet. 

Well, I hod some friends at one time — the Irish, warm and tnie, 
And the Germans, who, for many a year, my standard would pursue ; 
Lord! in our secret lodges, our encampments, and grim schools, 
How we of the Know-Nothings used to mock these generous fools! 

*Twas a desperate game to play. Hen, 

But it won for nmuy a day, Heuj 

Too monstrous for believing, 

'Twas the easiest thing deceiving} 

Secret oaths in secret muttered. 

False profosnons loudly uttered — 
Tliese were the stock in trade with which I duped the generous fools. 
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No matter. Let your tears, Ilcn, for other griefs be kept; 
At Lorenzo Shepurd s funerul a thousand good men \ve]>t ; 
Against my schemes of rapine ho taxed his glorious mind, 
Till his great soul shsttered the weak caae in which it moved en< 
^ixined : 

But not a tear for me, Hen, 

This weakness most not be. Hen ; 

If r livpil fur self, and perish 

With none my name to cherish — 

False, hating men and hated, 

To long oblivkm lated — 
'fhe King of Tenors nears me, and to death I stand lengned. 

When I'm dead and in my coffin, under fifty thousand nails — 
When the ^»e\vs, released from mortgage, my cruel yoke assails— 
When even Plumb and lirisley, Tom Hen Ferris and lieu Kay,. • 
Regard me as a played-out dog wlio lias no ftiture day— 

Oh, then I ask of you, Hen, 

To this last office true, Hen, 

Widi Mer. Brewer to deposit 

The pnjHjrs in that closet : 

Round my cuffin-edge and borders 

Hang my foil Know Nothing orders — 
Cold aa clay most be the nearest I can come to Heniy day. 

So bring the bones and banjo— play a reqniem. Brother Hen, 

For I fi'cl that I'm a goner, down among the deiidest men ; 
In the Limbo, drear and di.snuil, where lost politicians roast, 
They are stoking up the furnace for the brownest kind of toast ; 
■ And I feel it in my bones. Hen, 

And hence come all my moans, TTen, 

That the toasting-jirongs are ready, 

And the white beat sure and steady, 

The hungry imp-; ;ill Lninning, 

And the cooks prepared for skinning, 
While I feel mysdf the victim doomed to feed this hongiy host 



TW£EDLEDUM[ AND TWEEDLED££.«* 

That eternal cocklomm dd jamboree 

Betwixt II. Greeleygrum and T. Weedledee 
Has burst out again worse than ever, you see, 
And they're deep in a high <dd sparring spree, 
And cross-battocking other to such a degree 
That it forms a sight for all Christians to see. 
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But th*e public, I notice — that's you ami me — 
Have to bear all the blows of the sparniig npree 
Betwixt II. Greeleygi iim and T. W'eedledee. 

T. Weedledee blows ou a mighty horn, 

And blowB with a treogeance, as sore as yoii^re born ; 

And crows like a rooster who finds in the mom 

Six new pullet wives and a fmsbcl of corn 

Lying loose near his dunghill ; and crows to warn 

All the rest of creation, irith loftiest scorn, 

That they ndther must tread on his pallets or corn. 

While II. Greeleygmm, from his sanctum's h^ght, 

Puts on his whole armor to face the fight, 

And cries to Sid. Gay, " \V here my coat ol while 

Gleams in the battle,* be sore all your might 

Js directed to doing some grievous despite 

To that elderly r»M)ster w ho still will write 

His letters anil paragra{)hs, keen and bright, 

Against roe and mine, and against truth and right, 

Abovo the initials, so hatofiil To me, 

Whicii murk out the old niun known as T. 'Wcudicdea." 



** Shall we pass rh\< preat bill for the public health?" 

** Why, that is no lunger the question ; 
But shall endless sources of power and wealth, 

And unlimitcil clmiiccs nf public stealth — 
On the choieru'picu and the pubUc health — 
Be sectired far our party's digestion ?" 

**And if to our party this power is to glide, 
And these chances of wealth be won for as f" 
Why, the next (juestion, then, we linvc got to decido 
Is this : Shall we make it 'an equal divide' 
Betwixt the Weecl-Seward and the Radical side, 
Or give all to Lord Thorlow or Horace?" 

"The Senate think Weed should be giren the whole, 

And the Board of Tolice therefore packed on; 
Jiut the bully Assembly's as black as a coal, 
And the Badical rascals say * Thurlow's control 
Is already too great for the good of his soul, 
And they're down like Old Scratch on Tom Acton." 



THE HEALTH BILL.** 



A TALK BITWaHf TWO BETCBS AT ALBANY. 
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"So between tlicm ttu> Health Hill U dni^fed dth& waj, 

And all kinds of f(K»l>" errands is sent on 
*' Why. yes; but you'll lind they'll agree some tine day 
Not to lose such neh chances for pickings and i>ay ; 
And the IIc;ilth Bill — at least so I heard Lyman tiay— 

Will be given to Iiord Horace through Ifeoton." 



THE TUIiU'NE'S PRESIDENTIAL PHILOSOPHY. 

Soon fnt ;^( t the bread that's eaten, 

And let policy be shown ; 
Don't take Semu^^ or we're beaten-^ 

Take some ninny quite unknown. 
Take some fossilized curmudgeon. 

One with no obstreperous braiin, 
And well hook the pi^ralar gndgeoiiy 

Ay, and cook it for our pains. 

Let ns <;et our Bates all ready, 

Aud go cruising near the iianks ; 
Tears of service, stanch and steady, 

We'll repay with — many thanks. 
Gratitude with us is gammon, 

But well win the spoils we wish, 
Chase-ing that Ohio Salmon, 

Or enjoying New York Fish. 

Give us some old dancing der\iSj 

Just a puppet tor our wire ; 
Seward has done too mnch sernce— 

Has more brains than we desire. 
Give us some old dumb curmudgeon, 

One who neither writes nor prates^ 
And we'll hook the j)ublic gudgeon, 

If some Weed don't snarl our Bates. 



*'MR. JOHNSON'S POLICY OF KECONSTUUCTION.' 

Ureeiei/. 

atmK oomuMT raoM tbi Bots w warn, 

'* Ilis policy," do you say ? 
By heaven, who sn ys so lies in his throat ! 
'Twas our policy, boys, from our muster-day, 
ThroQ{^ skiraUsh and bivouac, march and flay — 

' * His policy," do you say ? 
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" His policy" — do but note! 
'Tis a jiitifiil falsehood for yon to my. 
^ Did he bid all the stars iu our banner Hoat ? 
Was it he shontM Union from every throat 
^nuongh the kmg war's wearjr day ? 

'* His policv" — how does it hap? 
Has the old word " ruinn" no meaning, praj? 
What meant the " U. upon every cap — ■ 
Upon eveiy batten, belt, ana strap? 

Tvras oar policy all the way. 

" His policy ?** That may do 
Fdi- a silly and empty political brag; 
But twas held by every Boy in Blue 
When he li^ed his right luuid, stanch and true, 

And swore to sustain the flag. 

We are with him none the leas — 

He works for the same jjicat end we sought; 
We feel for the 8outh iu its deep distress. 
And to get the old Union restored we press — 
Twas for this we enlisted and ionght. 

Be it his or whose it may, 

'Tis the policy, hoys, that we avow : 
There were noble hearts in the ranks of gray, 
As they proved on many a bloody day. 

And we would not oppress them now. 

" Let ns all forgive and forget :'* 

It was thus (irant spoke to General Lee, 
When, with wounds still raw and bayonets wet. 
The chiefs of the two great armies met 
Beneath the old apple-tree. 



BIN6 RHTMES.*^ 

Ho, brothers! drawn firommnny lands, 

"VVIto drive the jtlane or swing the hammer — 
Beneath whose switt and knotted hands 

Otur shops and ship-yards damor.^ 
Ho ! all who live by thinking brow," 

By touch of art or strain of sinew — 
Rise, brothers ! rise and swear a vow 
That the foul King-rule, rampant now, 

No longer shall in power continue. 



* 
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Choked sewers of filth and streets ot mire — 

These to King Pest a premium proffer ; 
And the young, and the old, and the weak eixpiro, 

That the King may iili its coffer. 
And who are these men wlio can tiras afibrd 

To plunder and spurn our princely village ? 
See this beetle-browed, skulkintj, niul rnffijui horde, 
Who, when true men sprang to the inuskot and sword, 

Benuined home here to organise pillage. 

They have seized uU posts of power and pride, 

They mock as vain our passionate 8tniggle» 
Conscious how well is fortified 

Their rule of theft aud juggle. 
Tbej think ns weak, for tiiej know how long 

Wc have borne their sway of shame and pkuider-** 
Up, brothers, now against the wrong ; 
Up, iu one effort fierce aud strong, 

And rend their vilhunotis Ring aaondw. 

Up, for our dtj's tarnished fame- 
Let justice urge and manhood quidien; 

Up, ere we grow quite dead to shames 
With moral palsy stricken ; 

Up, and hunt down this brood of Theft} 

As bloodhounds bay fho Avoirs hot<hanndies$ 

Up, ere of all we [jrize bereft ; 

Up, and— if nothing else be left- 
Let's swiQg the rogues on gsUowB-branches. 



«*01]B BIO THINO m ICE.** 

Air: ** Ttm DomOtff^ fht CHaaV* 

Success to you, hig Mike Coimolly, 

So burly an' so defiant, 
You're twice bigger than ould Tim Donndly» 

That was our great "Irish giant." 
Tour heart is big, an' your brain is big — 

Out o' jail you're our " biggest big thing," 
And 'tis Big Judge Mike, vrid his big shtick. 
That'll break the Tammany "King." 

So long life to yon, Big Mike CounoUy, 

So jovial an' so defiant, 
You're twice bigger tlian ould Tim Donnelly, 
That was our geaat ''Irish giant," 
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It was our Big Mike, wid his big shtidc, 

'I'luit ^;ivL» the Kxcise" its bolus, 
An' he's taught Tom Ai-ton manv a trick 

In s])ite of all his poliss. 
It s hiiu that shniiie^ f' n- tlie poor man's rights, 

It's to hiiu that >> id hope they cling, 
An' it's his big fist into smithers will twist 
The ' ' Lunch Club" an" its " ring. " 

Och, bully for you. Judge ('onnoUy, 

So plucky an' so detiant, 
You're twice bigger than ould I'itn DonneUjr, 
That was our great " In>h giant." 

John A. Tu'inKHly calls you " blatherin' Mike>" 

An' the Tiuntuauy leaders curse you. 
Bat the more at you, Mike, snch ha3rtnins sthrike, 

The more in our hearts we ll nurse you. 
Och, you'll fill the place wid most mortial grace, 

An* you'll do the hangin' hij^hly ; 
Bat I want you to shwear (tur I'm undher a scare) 
That you'll ne\or hang Miles OTieilly. 

Now, good luck to you, Big Mike C'oniiolly, 

It's well joa may be itefiant. 
For you've twice tlie shtiifl' of Tim Donnelly, 
That was our great " Irish giant." 

And here's a glass to you. Billy AV;ils!i, 

My king of the bould Fourili W urders; 
It's yon that can shtnmp, an' it's you thetll jmnp 

Like a li'n over Tammany's bordhers. 
You're of dacint shtock — you have brains an' pluck — 

Yon have &it1i — you have youth an* honor — 
An' I wouldn't, 'tis thruc, whin he meets wid yon, 
for a fivc-d<)IIar bill be Bill Connor. 

So I dhrink to vou, Billy, in good poteen, 
My king of the boald Fourth Warders,- 
For it's you that can shttmip, an' it's you tbatll Jnmp 
Like a li'n over Tammany's bordhers. 



Come round me. ma bouchals, come nil of you near me. 

For, faix! I'm the boy that can faitlifuUy siog 
All the blessin's — stand back there, and let the boys hear me — 

AUthe blessin's we get by stipportiiv the liiriL'." 
Sure we see our "ring-masthers," wid gorgeous insi>ectiou, 

From the hoighths of gilt coaches our labors survey ; 
An' we get a month's work — comin' on near election — 

A*<!lanin' the 8ew«« fi»r two doUars a day. 
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Look iit Breimau. Time was he was " Mat" when we met htan, 

An' so civil he always 'ud bow whin we'd pass ; ' 
An', och ! many's the good game o' '^muggins" we bet him, 

Whin he aonld m bad mm at three coppers a glass. ' 
Bnt since by onr votes to the *' King" he was lifted, 

On the Bloomin'dale Bead he's a palace, they s^iy ; 
And the flapiacks he ates must Mrid gooldHdust be sifted, 

An* poor divils like ng must keep oat of his way. 

An' there's Charley Cornell— God be wid the time, Charley, 

Whin dressed in your hiitcher-slceves, blood to the edge^ 
Yourself and bould Terry — now Aldhcrman Farley- 
Sat down wid us boys to a game of '* ould sledge." 
But it's now you're worth millionsr^^An* how did you get it? 

Didn't our votes first give you a sate in the " IJing ?" 
But we're honest and poor — and you sthrive to ibrget it. 
An* the door in oar feces, if <»llin', you'd fling. 

An' there's Pethcr B. Shweeny — they say lie is wiser, 

An' cuter, an' darker than most in the " King ;" 
To tlic wliolo of thoni chit kens he plays the adviser, 

And shows bow to cover their eggs wid their wing. 
By me sow], Httle Petfaer, the day will oome ho])pin' 

That for nil yoiir " ring shwindles" you'll get what's year doe; 
An' aich three in the Fark will be gayly out croppin* 

Wid a rope and a noose for such spalpeens as you. 

Look at Tweed — ^holy Father ! Bill Tweedie — look at him ; 
Did you evw see feedin' like that in your li^? 

Like a Suffolkshire pig when you stuff him and fat him — 
An' I guess — like the pig — he's just fit for the knife. 

Madia Tweedie, ahagur ! 'tis yoahaye soft weather, 
ft was wa tuned your pipes and we taught you to sing; 

Do you mind o' the time we wor "btmkers" together, 
Before yon grew rich, fat, and proud in the King?" 

An' there's Boole I Oh, bejabers! the scoundlnelly Hlue-nose 

Has hroaght all his brothers to share in the s^viig ; 
•He has houses, seven-thirties, and greenbacks, and few knows 

The size of the ' ' stale" he has tied in his bag. 
"An' the moment," he says, "that they shtoj) him from thieviu". 

He'll to C'anady carry his hones and his purse. ' 
May the divil go wid him our connthry wlicn leavin'— 

On the blark British spy be the Irishman's curse. 

Och, boys ! shall the rule of these villains continue—' 
Shall we still be the slaves o' the rogues we despise ? 

These trauneens who use neither brain-work nor sinew, 
And fdrget us the moment we help them to rise ? 



1 
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By the Church of Ardagh and the great Cross of Cashd, 
To the dioul both themselves and tlieir tickets we'll fling, 

Let us thry a new game — just for fun, boys — and smash all 
The scfaaimes, an' the heads, an'maehiiies o' the "Bing.** 



Air: " The Shan Van VoghV 

Och, Fernandy Wood, the boold, 

It is he has got a hould 
On the votes an' tlx Htrections of the Ifbsart dunr; 

An' they'll sing,- as he expects, 

All the chimes that ho directs, 
An' thflyll only call their sowk tfadr own at hb desixe. 

■Now Fernandy "Wood, he made 
Wid Cornell an' Tweed a thrade, 

SeUin'ottthiaMo/art chickens, feathers, bones, an* hide. 
On a promise that they should 
Mjake hunaelf, Fwnandy Wood, 

Thflir mayor in next December, let whatever else hetide. 

An' for this Fernandy shwmo 
To do up a little chore 
In the sindiii' of Cornell to the biuate o' the shtate, 
"Where CSiariey, shpry an' firm, 

Might cxtiiid his little term, 
An' fix up some other matthers on the lobby-slilate. 

An* for this bonld Charley then 
Shwore to carry "Brother Ben" 
To the Sbate by the power o'cash the Wigwam wields; 

While Weed niij^dit riii>t Lainibeer, • 
Placin' Stewart there this yenr. 
An* pot Thomas Murphy snugly in the place o' Tom C. Fields. 

An' sure Breiman was to take. 

As his private little rake," 
The Law Dqwrtment, plucin' John £. Devlin on the shelf; 

And this — to Weed's abhorrence — 

lie might give to A. li. Lawrence, 
Ab the nominee of George Law and his veiy noble self. 

Twas the portiest little plot 

Out of — somewhere that is hot — 
But Fernandy, as he oulder grows, is proqer still to gabble; 

An' so it cum — by-un"-by — 

That this saycret threaty shly 
Was developed in the Herald to ''the outside haythin rabUe." 
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WhcieuiMMi Miic murdher rose 

'Twixt Fernuudy's friends and foes, 
An', tmx ; Weed was in a corner, an' Cornell was much the same ; 

For the Tritmne axed the blood 

Botli of Weed and Benjie Wo<>d, 
An' the Herald vowed to fight to death agin the schaime. 

Upon this Femandy fine * 

Sinds fur Daniel M. O'Brine, 
To whom he iiud pledged the Mozurts in Cornell's disthrick ; 

An' says he, My bully Dan, 

Such an' such things are my plan. 
So in favor of Cornell, Dan, you must buck out quick." 

'vDivil rcsayve tlie fut I'll back 
From the siuatorial thraek," 
Shpakes cat tiie brave O'Brien, more courageous nor a brick ; 
" You have pledged my elevation 

By the Mozart nomination, 
An' 'tis 1 will be next senator from my disthrick. " 

Tlien Femandy, mad wid rage, 

Findin' flatthery woiddn't assuage, 
Sbwore a pistil-ball should whistle through 0'Bii«i his heart. 

If to tell he ever dared 

The bad b.irgain tlms declared, 
An* by which Femandy ho]jed again as mayor to shtart. 

" Now, by this an' by that," says Dan, 
You're mistaken in your man. 
If yon hope to frighten any boy who is called O'Brien;" 

An' wid that right ofThe goes, 

Writes an' signs a full expose, 
An' wid this has put a tombstone on Ckmiell's design. 

So Femandv's cake is dough, 

An' the boold Bill Tweed's also, 
An* the onld man's busy wridn*dodgiii' letthers o' denial; 

An' the sea for Thomas Murphy 

Now looks tempest-black an surfy, 
An' Stewart in his cockIe>boat doesn't dare to make a thrial. 

And the galHant *' Brother Ben," 

Down among the deadest men, 
Is decayin'like n stale jack-pike the honest fish-wife shpums; 

While o'er him, high in air, 

As the emblems o' de^)ur. 
Gleam the banner and brij^t sabre of the brave young CbL Bums. 



« 
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As to IJrennan — faix, 'tis he 
Is tfie fowed-est man you'd see, 
While of Lawrence an' liis ruineJ kope^ he btUl is fierce^ stormin' ; 
An* for corporation counsel, 

I'll ]>et tiilij)S agin groiuisel 
That the next to till tlte place will be our uwu bouiU Dick O'Gorman. 

Oh, brothers — one an' all — 

Let us organize this tall. 
An* chai]ge agin the Hhig-chiefs in resistless line; 

An' for leaders let us take — 

Flucicy, honest, wide-uwake — 
Jut such candidates for every place as I>uiiel M. O'Brien. 



Mttsha, boys, did yez hear the news? 

Sure Ben Wood is tuk bad wid "the bines/* 
An' Femandy s turned all soorts o' hues 

That a shkin from the rainbow could borrow, 
Since he hccnl that the bargain or thrade 
Wid Coriu'll an' the " onld man" he made 
lias gone up in a big balloon 
Twist higbw nor is the moon, 

An* himself an' poor Ben must snp sonow. 

For Ben sees, Iiowsumdever he turns, 

The victhorj' laiiifi' to Hums, 

While all kintls o' Iiard kickin's an" .slipums 

Are haped on Fci iiiindy's alliance; 
An' Karl Sjtrackcnsic Bryant O'Dntch 
Isn't popilar — not overmuch — 
An* Mat Brennan*s attimpts to conthrol 

How the j)c()i)li' shall \ntv. at the poll 
Are met wid most hayuious dcHancc. 

An' Cornell ! Sure the scoinidlirel O'Brine 
Has just wlit'cleil all the boy^ into line, 
An'bad luck to the hojie or the sign 

Of poor (Mi.ulcy's clopfioii this minnit; 
ITor the Tribune s had somethin' to say 
In gettin* Dane out o' the way ; 
An' no dodges or "Albany thricks" 
Tliat the '* ould man's" so faniious to fix 

Can now sind fX)or Cornell to the Sinate. 

As to Fields — well, the thing was too plain 
That it lay between him an' M'Lane, 
An* 80 poor Tcnnmy Murphy in vain 
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Spinds the profits he made upon shoddy; 
For tlie boys go M'Lano — iintliin' sliortft^— 
Keglectiu' " the snorer and sjiiorter, ' 
Tom -Fields, who, in somtident riot, 

* So oft broke tlie dignified <iuiet 
Of our state siiiatovinl body. 

An' to nie, who am fond o' the " Ring," 
An' to Brennan an' Shweeny, who cling, 
An' believe public theft is the thing 

That otir boys slioiild admire an' rc'menibei>— 
Faix ! I'm ^ick at the heart w hiu I look 
At the flgm«8 that's writ in the boolc ; 
For to me it 'nd seem, darlin's dear, 
That the ^' King ' chance looks mortially queer, 

An' will die the first week in December. 

An*, boys, should that sad hour approach, 
Tuck me daeintly into a conch. 
An' sind me, without re])roach, 

Away to the Jarseys liidin' ; . 
An' sind Brennan, an' ^Shweeny, an? Bradley along, 
An' let A. Oakey Hall sw ell the motirnin' throng, 
Fur the town will be then far too hot aud tod sthroDg 

For sach jockeys as them to abide in. 



. Air (with a reeitative ehonuii: « Otild Ireland, you're viy jcicel, sure," 
Och, boys, hurra ! now comes the day 
The " King's"' rank rule for sniitin'- 
We'li make smithereens o' their foul ** machines," 

An' mnd their schaimes a-kitiu' ; 
An' this shall he the song for me, • 
Corrujition's bulwark stormin' — 
*' Hurra I hurra! we win the day, . 

Wid Hecker and Richard O'Gorman 
May the Ould Boy cling to yer tirn:\ in' **Bing:," 

Au' the plunder vez pocketed hantly ; 
But ye've dhrained the cap, an' the game is all op 
^ For that everhistip' (judgment-hy-default-allowin* John E. 
Develin and his congaynial partner in all ^oorts o' villainies, 
that pucker-faced, stiil-dickied ould rappurce an' scallywag 
ingineral) — 
Sure av coorse I mano Fernandv. 

« 

The " Ritjg" goes down — we'll clear the town 

Of all the brood o' Brennons ; 
An', fiiix ! Charley Cornell, an' Tweed as well, 

^Shall fly befivre oar pennons. . 

* \ M 
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Their day is past, un* we*Il see the last 

O' their crew to .larsey swHniiin'. 
Aleiircl to be caught, uu' he hiin^ as thej ought. 

By Hecker an' Riclmrd O'Gorman. 
*'flod grniit it soon" is thi- only chane 

That honetit meu cau be siiigin', 
**That from every three in the Park we may see 
Some plnndher-fed ' King'-rogue (nn', by mc sowl! whin I say 
tbini words, Terrv Farlev. it i-n'r a hundlired miles awav 
from your mother's son that my miud's eye is waiidheria', 
an* it's thinkin' I am what a pnrty coipse yolt'd make)— ' 
Some plundher-fed. villain swingia'." 

Ay, an* then there's Boole — that Blue-nose tool — 

An' his pack o' r;ii);iyslii> brothers, 
Who have gorgcil ihcii till at the public till 

Until aich o' thim nearly smothers. 
Ocli, we'll siiid tbi iii bul k on the Canada thnck. 

The Fayuiuiis behind thim swarmin'; 
All such scamps we'll put down, an* dhiive oat o' Ibe town, 

Undher Hecker an' Kichard O'Gonnan. 
Wirra, boys I it w ill l)e a nate sight to see 

How the flight o' those Booles will quicken 
Whin behind thim, hot sweep, two or three inches deep, 

A few Faynians their bayonets (an' sure the world knows 
there's no uater nor purtier weapon than a bagnet, an' it's 
only a pity the bright iK)int of it shonid ever be soiled in the 
cornipt bodies ofsiu li varmints) — 

A few Jbaynians their bayonets arc stickiu'. 

Then rents will come down, an' throughout the town 

There will be a ))roud day of enjoyment ; 
For wages will rise, an' the loaf grow in size, 
An' no lack there will be of employment. 
* As our taxes decrease, all the blessin's of jKjaco 
Our hearts an' our hopes will be w^armiu' ; 
All' we'll have a good time, in our city soblime, 

Undlier Hecker an' Richard < )'(fOrman. 
*'To the dioul we fling ail the rogues of the .'King,*'* 

Is the C17 both of palace an* shanty,* 
An' Jicxt month wq'W inurn, takin' aicli in his turn, 
John £.X>evelin (that corporation counsel ours, who seems to 
think he is paid for no other living thing than to find out 
how we C4\n 1)6 cliayted an' plundhered, an' then employ his 
friend Fields to do the job, an' divide fkir widldl consarned 
afther that) — 
John E. Dei'din an' Sheik Femandy. 

«4 
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GBAim DEMOCRATIC CHOWDER. 



In oar aquarium's shining bound, 

Fish of all species enjoy free quarter, 
Poking with cold snouts round and round 

The crystal vvjills of their linijiid fortress. 
, Ush witli the higgest ejres are here ; 

Witli fins — the ])C( tf)ral, anal, dorsal; 
Scales that like proof of mail appear, 

And wide mouths gajiing for every moraeL 

Over die pebbles and shining sand, 

Down on the bottom they grope and wander ; 
Next their little air-hladders expand. 

And up they shoot as of sunlight fonder. 
In through the stems of the cool green reeds, 

Under the lilies and ])endent mosses, 
Still the sub-aqueous jday proceeds. 

While porgies and pikes have their joys and crosses. 

In our city aquarium all the choir 

Of fish have particular flies to follow ; 
Haddes and cocktails many desire, 

While palmers, well nonrly all will swallow. 

Lady-bird flies are a tempting bait ; 



But with spinners or governors all are elate, 
And for shinera — the yellow, you'll find them eager. 

But the day of our sport was a cloudy day, 

And the fly we used of a new description; 
Senator-fly it is called, they say, 

And its use shall be told without color or fiction. 
Kever had anglers such royal sport 

As we all can have when it comes in season, 
For the fishes thdr destiny serai to oonrt. 

And rise at this fly as if reft of reason. 



FOURTH SENATORIAL, DISTMCT, 

Dropping a senator-fly called !< ourth, 
Tied to a string, just aboro the snriface, 

Lo! from the east, south, west, and north. 
Numberless fishes rise up, ail nervous. 
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Mather, of Albany, first is found 

Poking bu hungry nose above water ; 
He carries an old hotel-key round, 

And his carpet bag shows him a scaly squatter. 

Jacob L. Smith, like a pike, we see 

Fmli!i>; all romid on eniignint minnows; 
Williiim .M. Tweed, and u rockfish lie, 

Floats on his snj)ervisoriail sinews. 
Moneglian I'ete works his gndgeon fins, 

Watching the fly, in hopes to earn it ; 
While Alderman Stephens to work begins, 

Looking the stoutest of all red gurnet 

Bob Uvingston Linn woold be glad to whi, 

And swims on his liolly, a marshal flounder; 
Kichard T. Compton, we count him in 

As a fine iced cod, ** many years a rounder.'* 
Hughey Boy Smith is a trout of mark, 

Prnm])f to assume the stage of action ; 
While Winne Dick is a lawyer shark,. 

Who to win would enlist m wbate?er &ction. 

liold J(jhnny Shea is a fine fat carp, 

Ked in tlie gills, and stout, an^ posted; 
Kivlhi Tdin is a pickerel sharp 

Who will one day or other get hooked and roasted. 
John T. Savage is long and grim, 

Best of suh-a(jucous swordfish fighters — 
And such were the fish who a])peared to swim 

'Neath the eye and the liy of the present writer s. 

liound and round in a whirl they go, 

Working their gills in a fishy smother, 
Making their glutinous eyeballs glow, 

And bitinf: like devils at each and othfiT. 
bides are peeled and the flesh is bare, 

ilns are lopped from onr liquid cattle ; 
Scales and skin from ent li ntbcr they tear, 

And ra^e is the rule uf the tishy battle. 



FOTH SSNATOBIAL DISTRICT. 

Dropping a fly of another kind — 

Senator Fifth — above the water, 
Wagging their tails and going it lilind, 
Inflnite victims rise up fur sUiughter. 
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Smith Ely rise? — a •-I'liator eel, 

Toii^h liis leatlier this ilet'p-sca conf^er ; 

And Fields, though his chance has improved a deal, 
We're afirmd has to wait a little longer. 

Chubb Theodore Tomhnson don't look bod, 
And with sardine sauce might he made taste pleasant ; 

Sam \\'('^sr('r think (|nitc a immiisiiif; shad, 
But sliadowed (though under the gas) at present. 

Jim Reilly could hardtj be taxed to rise 

For so small a bait, and he wdl may brag it: 

But Wintliro|> ("lianlor. if only wise. 

Can hook all the ret*t with a l luuiler'b maggot. 

Komid and roinid fliey wrig^'e and dart, 

Bending the reeds and scattering' tliu water, 
Spry in their spines and terribly Muart, 

Every one eager the other to slaughter. 
With mouths wide open and goggling e^'es, 

Fins In hedlamite motion worUng, 
All fur tln' I'ifth Senatorial rise, 

While their tails and their heads have a crazy jerking. 



SIXTH SENATORIAL DISTBICT. 

Soon with a new senatorial fly 
Called the iStxth on our line suspended, , 

With much *' speenlation" in his eye, 
A sleek mud-turtle at once ascended ; 

Schell by name, with a shell on his back, 
Snapping — vornrioiis beyond all telling; 

At valuing forts or Hies nut slack, 
But afraid of snells since his &tal Snelling. 

Wheeler John like a weakiish rose, 

Irresolute whether to pass or besiege it ; 
Dnnham J. Crain )X)ked a tautog nose. 

Rut hadn't the spring in his tail to reach ic 
Philip W, Engs made a bully leap — 

A sort of big drum not easily beaten ; 
Wliilc the catti>h I'aMwin. tlioiigli lying deep,. 

Has a faith that this liy will by him be eaten. 

John T. Hoffman, whose birth we nseribe 
To the big-headed species of sculpiii tinners. 

And Livingston Bob of the Sheepshead tribe— 
These both on oar fly hxsp^ to nuike their dinners. 
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So ronnd and round in nn endless coil, 

Bitiiiff and fighting, they (hirt and sphitter; 

Their chance of success is not worth tlie toil, 
Bat their play may give somebody bread aod botter. 



8BTBNTH SBNATOBIAL DI8TBICT. 

Last of our flies Ibr the present week, 

Scventli Si'iijitnriid we now exhibit — 
A fly whicli all Mackerells eagerly t»eek, 



That Dick feels sure you can see at a glance — 

He dallies* and dandles, ai>pearing listless} 
While the luminous suntish Johnny Vance 
Is adTancing claims which appear resistless. 

That perch of a Peck, if we take his word, 

Guarantee- tit rciuni ns double measure; 
And the herring V. G. Moloney is heard 

Proclaiming the fly to be his at pleasure. 
The mullet M'Spedon to win is bound — 

A fish full of humor, provoking laii;,'hter; 
AVhile the tipsy-fish Rutherford squirms around. 

But a cocktail fly is the one he s after. 

Like a jolly fiit halibut, Bartlett Smith 

Plashes aromid w ith uneasy jerkings ; 
■ Harr}- Genet shows his bottom an<l pith 

By biting the tail of Ilosea P.ieam Perkins. 
Noah A.Childs, an aiulacious dace. 

Has the thick, hard scales of the oKl-sc hool hunkers; 
And Masterson Pete, in his fireman face, 

Shows a dear descent from the line of bankers. 

Ronnd and ronnd in a whirl they go. 

Working their gills in a fishy smother, 
Making their glutinous eyeballs glow, 

And biting like devils /it each and other. 
Sides are peeled till the lK)nes lie bare, 

Fins are lopj)ed from our liquid cattle ; 
Scales and skiu from each other they tear, 

And rage is the rule of the fishy battle. 



Oh, there was a deloaion, in the good days of old, 
That party was an amy with soldiers eurolled \ 




ST. TAMMAKT AND THE NABOBa 
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Thei'e were privates witli muskets, and sergeants on pay, 
And captin^ with epaulettes both gaUant and gay, 

l^gmg tooral-liooral, etc. 

In the £(Hk1 times we speak of promotion was won 
By a record of frieiulship and services done; 
Men marched in the ranks ere they rode ifk the van. 
And the purse was no ol()ect-^e looked at the man, 

Sin^ng tooral, etc. 

Oh, shoulder to shoulder right onward we press'd, 
All passions but envy had room in each breast ; 
Heart beating to heart, every thouglit seemed to blend, 
And eadi looked to tiie banner which all would d^nd, 

Singing toaral, etc. 

Yes, triumph and sorrow, joy, anger, and pride, 
We shared with the brothers who marched by our side ; 
When the bugle was hewd, every soldier took arms, 
And die world had no prize to give treachery charms, 

Singing tooral, etc. 

But a new light has dawned on politicul wnr, 
And 'tis now " Will it pay ?" ere you say who you re for ; 
Us no longer What, he I my old ftiend wants my aid ; 
He shall have it.*' Ah no ; the ^arDt 's ( thcnvise played, 

biuging toorul, etc. 

This course was all wrong, as some big nabobs say, 
Who have kindly agreed o'er our lives to bear sway ; 
The man coimts fbr naught till we see how he stands 
In the matter of rent>rol]^ stock-jobbing, and lands, 

Singing tooral, etc. 

These nabobs have sliirt-fronts with diamonds a-glcam, 
And their Verzenay bubbles, an amber-hued stream j 
Grand junction, commercial i>oliticians they are, 
Andin^'selling for cash" each man sliines like a star, 

Singing tooral, etc. 

They sit in gay rooms under glass chandeliers, 

And each bvutxNiB-nosed squatter at Tammany sneers ; 

Oh, they look with big eyes on political jobs, 
And then rattle the tin in their corpulent fobs, 

Singing tooral, etc. 

Big chunks of a golden humanity these, 

Fat ingots with heftds swelled as big as a cheese ; 

They twiddle their tfnmibs as they dream of their checks, 
And 'tis they hold liie people ker-chuck by the necks. 

Singing tooral, etc. . 
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Greedy handlers of bulliou, bold signers of bills, 
Immense in the matter of cleaning out tills ; 

The masses are asses — so Xatnre ordains, 
For we all know that ca^h the measure of brains, 

Singing tooial, etc. 

The only grand l^ey to whic h Fortune accords 
The power of revolving in jM ijnilar wards, 
Is a key made of gold by some nabob applied, 
Which will give access free to tlic jam-pots inside, 

Singing tooral, etc. 

Ob, no more we'll look down to the leaders of w ards, 
But well all raise oar eves to these " national" lords ; 
Tliey wear leather medals to which we bow low, 
And at Charleston they'll miikc a splendiferous show, 

Singing tooral, etc. 

No man in this city could righteously dare 

Over grandees like these to aspire to be mayor ; 

So they sail up North River the lanil to inspect. 

And a major theyll **import*' — whom, of < ourse, we'll elect, 

Singing tooral, etc. 

All the papers will spend full two thirds or a half 
Of their space to extol this auriferous calf ; 
Times, Hcrakl, and Tribune will bless the bright day,. 
And the Leader will kneel, singinL^ lial-Ic lu-jay, 

And tooral, etc. 

So, in view of this new rule, nil rising young men 
Who have done party service— don't do it again ; 
For,nntil things are changed, this no longer can be 
To parQr promotion the ladder nn<1 koy. < 

Singing tooral, etc. 

Tint change a bnd chfck for good value, and nm, 
Or tind u rich v* ife wiio will j»ay for your fun ; 
Either get rich or seem rich, for both will avail. 
And you ma^ join the nabobs— if not j ur in jail, 

fcjiuging tooral, etc 

So down with all weakness of friendly roL'ard ; 
To cheat — for the first time — we know may be hard ; 
Bat whoever to cheat perseverinij^y tries, 
Oh, hell find cheating come just as easy as lies. 

Singing tooral, etc. 

So hurra for the nabobs, and long may they reign ; 
We kiss their kind whip, and we cuddle the chain } 



Digitized by Google 



Charles Graham MaZjpine. 273 



We'll pull down tlic Wigf>vnin, and rlioke the big spring. 
While the pniii>e of '^cumiuercuil transactions" we sing, 

Singing tooral, etc. 

])ut perlmps, ere the Wignam a ruin is found. 
Era we take our fiuiewell of tbe old hunting ground, 

Ju<t to hear the last echo 'twill fling from its roof. 
Of (his rhjrmed invocation 'tis well to make proof, 

Singing tooral, etc. 



THE APOTHEOSIS OF JAY COOKE. 

Hurra! hurra! Ilicard them say. 

Hurra for the Cooke who is chri.stencd Jay — 

A greater old joker than Rabebiis. 
May his name, he great, and his pursp expand, 
And bis fame and his shadow till the land ; 
For 'tis he has proved, in a manner as yet 

Defying all skill hut his alone. 
That of all great blessings, a national debt 

Is the jollic.st blessing tliat ever was known. 

Our Jay like a jay-bird well may crow, 
For ft thousand millions of dollns or so« 

To this side or that, like a ball, he can throw; 
And it is by the skill of this mighty Cooke • 
That our last seven-thirties all "got took;" 
And of all the nations that ever were known, 
The richest and 'jrroafest is now our own ; 
And of all the cuuks in the moneyed line, 
"Doing things up brown** with a crisp that is fine, 
Tliere is never a chef, we swear by the book, 
'1 liat can eq^ual our own immortal Cooke. 

His discovery acts like a Brandrcth's pill 
For the cure of all forms of national ill ; 
And the lender he cries as we nearer sink 
To the verge of bankniptcy's dreadful brink— 
*' Oh, go it, ye ci ipples ! your cares forget ; 
Plunge deeper in blessings — that is, in debt; 
To pay what you owe, and to pay as you go— 
These are oM fupry notions our age below; 
But believe with mc, and never foiget, 
That the way to be blessed is to rash into debt. 

At tlio cautions of fogy financiers scoff, 
Never bother your head about paying it olf ; 
18 M 2 
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. But keep lioiTOwing still, with a greedy clutch, 
I'nr of blessings \o\i never can have too ninch; 
And of all the blessings the world knows yet, 
The greatest, I swear, is a national debt.'* 

Oh, crown him with greenbacks, and let his heir 

A cliaplet of ten-cent currciicv wenr ; 
And down from his shoulders, broad and tall, 
Let a mantle of bonds (seven-thirties) fall ; 
And place in his hands a baton, rolled 
With the thinnest fihn or foil of gold; 
And— with this for his sceptre, a sorcerer's rod- 
Let his feet with brazen shoes be shod — 
Shoes like to Mercury's, wing combined, 

'I'o show the flight that our wealth is taking; 
And brazen, to tyi»ifv the mind 

That a blessing of oar great cnrse is maUng. 



NEW YORK IN A NUTSHELL. 

THB VVt CBACKEP AND MOT-RITIOUSLT SIQESTKIh 

Ye curious Yankees, who, alasi , 

Desire to visit Gotham, 
Attend onto the dangers as 

W'e presently shall show them ; 
And ere with bodies safe and sound 

You launch ui>on the Sound, sirs, 
Get up upon our Pegasus, 

And peg with us around, sirs. 

The city stands upon an isle 

Or sand-bank called Manhattan ; 
It is a place given wholly up 

To brandy, silk, and Satan. 
Its people love the broad Broadway, 

The " narrow path" they scoff at ; 
Their worship now is the cholera ghool, 

And Schultz is their chief prophet. 

The city's statutes are as dead 

As statues made of plaster ; 
Its streets are blocked — in. Astor Place 

Can neither horse nor ass stir. 
In Pearl Street there are pearl -ous vacdts, 

Down which we turn jiearl-divers ; 
And Bleecker is a bleaker street 

Tor passengers and drivers. 
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In Amity no iriendship is, 

In Bond Street no security, 
In Grand Street nothini,' ^retA OT grand, 

In Water Street no piuity j 
In Broome there's not a broom at woric, 

Dry Dock is quite a puddle; 
In Carroll Street no carol sounds. 

And Congress is a maddlc. 

The street called Gay is very, sad ; 

Both Ann and Catharine plague you ; 
Tlie very name of Hague Street gives 

A Cockney bard the Ji'-ague. 
In Dey Street we are like to die, 

Gramercy Place is ])ert, sirs, 
And Chestnut Street and Cheny make 

A dessert wc desert, sirs. 

There's Bayard Street— but not, like him, 

Sans peur et saus reproche, sirs ; 
And in Attorney Street you find 

A toumey-coach to coach, sirs. 
In Hose I never saw a rose 

.Except a colored woman, 
And Clement Street and Mersey ara 

Most thoroughly iohuman. 

In Greene Street not a blade (tf grass, 

In Fountain not a pailful ; 
The streets, wiUi bales and boxes piled, 

Become each day more baleful ; 
A walk through Varick Street would give 

A varic-ose complaint, sirs, 
And WHiite Street is as black a place 

As ever mud did paint, sirs. 

Our streets are piled with' piles of brick, 
And " bricks" go staggering by them; 

The rotten .shingleis covering pits 
With cautious feet we try them. 

Our ricli men's faces tell their wealth- 
Ten thousand for each wrinkle, 

And on a ten times wizened fitoe 
Each lady's glance will twinkle. 

These ladies all are thin and tall, 
Large-eyed and p:dc — refined, tooj 

Superbly dressed — and for the rest. 
Ask them, if yoa've a mind to. 
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Some people'eay they have a way 

False calves ami busts of ]>adding, 
And their teeth are sought and complexions bought 

When they take their daily gadding. 

Oh, Muse of mine ! thy classic foot 

Once wore a golden sandal. 
But thou hast fallen on punning ways. 

And c/ it is a s(c)andal. 
Thy thoughts are tamed to quiddities, 

The tnrttired language teasing, 
For he who once but lived to please. 

Has DOW to live by pleasing. 



POLITICAL OPIUM DR£AM. 

wuTTm, ArriB bwallowiiio thbbb sovn'to vowubbb, by mc miok or 

TUB " nwTn Mvo.". 

In wenn-, nervous plight, one night 

I sighed and jianted for the light. 

While bnzKing in my car a clear 

Shrill whisper breathed these words of fear: 
Fernando Wood had forty-one thousand. 
Vowed and swore he had forty-one thousand, 
Sworo that he owned full forty-one thousand — 
Forty -one thousand votes. 

I groaned and could Tu>t sleep ; a de^ 

And dread unq^uiet made me keep 

Still asking, soon or late, their fete ; 

Then came the dream I now relate. 

A vision it was of the forty-one thousand, 
All that IS left of the forty-one thousand, 
The wretched reutairiH of the forty-one tbottsand — 
Forty-one thousand votes. 

Suppose some giant *' bore" of yore 
Had found a gimlet more and more 
Gigantic than himself, land he 
Nine miles in height— circumference three. 

Suppose the tool so found around 
He turned and twi-ted in the ground. 
Working to let some daylight through 
On KaflBr Land or Tfmbuctoow 

Such was the tmrtuous pit, unlit 
'By any cheeiy ray of day,' 
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Down which a winUing, slippery stair . 
Curled, black and dismal as deq[Mir. 

Still from the tlrippiiig walls then foils 
An ooze of death ; eadi 8t^ appalls 

As giddily I wound nronnd 

This monstrous corkscrew under ground. 

1 >a( h step new echoes woke, wliich broke 
Like booming guns from battle smoke, 
And, stifling for fresh air, the stair 
Seemed leading down to—yoa know where. 

Before me strode a guide, with wide 
Funereal drapery loosely tied 
Round head and waist ; a bull's-eye lamp 
Shot sickly rays through dark and damp. 

At length we reached a hall, where all 

A thousand galleries met, and yet 
In each five yards of corridor 
.Stood in the dripping walls a door. 

At one my grim guide paused, and caused 

A door, which opened with a spring, . 

Back on its rusty hinge to swing— 

And I beheld a hideous thing. 

Alack and alack for the forty-one thousand, 
Hither had come the furty-Kme thonsandy 
All that was left of the forty-one thousaadr— ' 
Forty-one thousand votes. 

There is a low vault, hare and scpiare 
(Blue burned the lamp iu the .stagnant air) : 
I saw green lizards sj)rawl and fall 
On drizzly floor from slimy Wall, 

While ranged around the room, in gloom 

More deep than any earthly tomb, 

A score of coffins stood on end — 

**P(^tical corpses,*' said my friend. 

Corpses they were of tlic f(irty~one thousand, 
Wretchedest wreck of tlie forty-one thousand. 
All that were left of the forty-one thousand'- 
Forty-one thousand votes. 

Each bora a brazen plate, to state 

The name, style, station, natal date 
Of the clean beat" who groaned within 
!I1us mortal sentiy-box of sm. 
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Adranciiig to the first accused. 

My guide tapped lightly ; the lid bant 

Wide open, and, as buck it tlew, 

The gfaastty tenant stood in ywrr. 

Done to death were the forty-one thousand, 
Boxed in wood were the forty-one thousand, 
AU that was left of the forty-one thousand — 
Forl^-one thousand Totea. 

Frotrading from the clothea— there flows 
A ahrond lonnd each, from head to toes— 

I saw and ref^ofjni/ed ;i no^e 

Such as the people s chuirmaa blows. 

And, t:ippi!i,c; ronnd from shell tO shell, 

Each lid wide open slowly fell, 

Revealing in this chamel Mtc 

The following " beats" entombed alive. 

Buried alive of the forty-one thousand, 
Princes and sheikb of the furty-oue thousand. 
Diddle^ xemaiiM of the forty-one thonsaikl — 
Forty-one thousand votes. 

Here galorions IMdc had a hne of bine, 

Mottled and streaked in the parts in view ; 
And brother Ben made a grand display 
Of " proud flesh" turning to decay. 

Dick Schell looked bad in his white pine shell. 
And the weary Drake had an ancient smell ; 
Cold sweat from wretched Ben Fdrchild flows, 
And Bill M'Intyre made us hold our nose; 

For ^'gamy*' were they of the forty-one thousand— 
Forty-pne thoosand votes. 

The features of monkey Gid were hid 

By the shroud which he dievr when his oofflii4id 

Flew back, and General Hiram he 

Was as hi" as a catfea on the gallows-tree. 

MjTiads of malt-worms, fed and bred 

In Seventh Ward bully Hiley's head ; 

And charming BrowncU looked almost as grisly 

As the skin-peeled corpse of poor Billy Brisly. 

These were the wliole of the forty-one thousand, 
AU that is left of the forty-one thousand. 
Nary a more ot the forty-one thousand — 
Fcarty-one thousand voters. 



Chaaiea Qmbam Hdl^i£, 



" Where is the chief?" I said ; " fur dead 
1 know he must ho. " Every liead 
111 all that ghastlj crew was raised, 
And taxj fiom their eyeballs biased. 

Each from beneath his shrond, Avith proud 

And angry gesture, drew to view 
8orae limb or portion of the chief, 
Now made " political hung beef." 

Ben Fairchild had the hand which planned 
So many '* city diddUngs ' grand ; • 
Gid Tucker had his rights — the lights, 
Bile-duct, and spleen, to chew o' nights. 

Legs, head, and breast went round; each found 

His only solace under ground ; 

While Brandy Sour was glad to risk it 

Upon the baser parts and brisket 

Of him who owned the forty-one thousand, 
Boasted and swore he had forty-one thoasand» 
Swaggeced and lied about forty-one thousand— 
Forty-one thousand votes. 

I sickened, and my brain, with pain 
And nausea, felt a nervous strain. 
**Ayannt!'*I cried; and, with a elang» 
Back every coffin-cover rang. 



A SONG FOK WUITE MEN. 

Old Abe is good to crack a joke. 

Heigh-ho, heigh-ho ! 
His fun in stories he can poke, 
Heigh'ho, says I ; 
But there's never a Joke that he can crack 
Will help him to beat our Little Mac, 
For we all go Mac blind — 
Johoi^, fill np the boid. 

The *' nigs" for Abe the best may do, 

Ileigh-ho, heigh-ho! 
He is patron saint of all their crew, 
Heigh-ho, says I ; 
But we, unfortunates, who are white, 
Yet for the nigger have to fight— 
^1, wa aU so Mac blindT— 
Johnny, fill up the bowl. 



* 



280 The Poetical Works of 



"We've broken the Rebellion** back," 

Heigh-ho, lieigh-ho ! 
Bill Seward swears he heard it crack, 
Heigh-ho, says I; 
lie swore 'twas broken three years ago, 
But we see the tide of slaughter flow, 
And we all go Mac blind— 
.Johnny, fili np the bowL 

No end of the war ean ever come, 

. Ileigh-lu), heigh-lio I 
We shall hear the roll of the murd'roos dram, 
lleigh-ho, says I, 
Until at the head of nflfairs we place 
The chosen chief of tlie martial race. 
And we all go Mac blind — 
Johnny, fill up the bowL 

Four millions of dollars even' day, 

Hcigh-ho, hdgh'ho! * 
For tlii-i nifjTujer war we are forced topay, 
lieigh-hu, says I j 
And therein never a hope, in Linc(^*s tnck. 
Of winning our ko<k1 old Union back, 
So we all go Mac blind — 
Johnny, fill up the bowl. 

For liberty of speech and press, 

Heigh-ho, heigh-ho! 
For outraficd rights we seek redresB, 

Ilcigh-ho, says I ; 
The lettre de cachet ancl Bastile 
Are things to make e\<My freeman foA 
We slioiild all go Mae l)liud— 
• Johnny, till up the howl. 

To Sherman, Farragnt, and Grant, 

Heigh-ho, heigh-ho! 
Who our (lag o'er conquered dtiee |dant, 
Heigh-ho, says I, 
We fill the bumper and pledge the toa^t, 
And to give them the aid they need the moat, 
We all go Mac blind — 
Johnny, fill up the bowl. 

With Mac at the head of our weaponed clans, 

Tleij^li-ho. heigli-ho! 
No ** political dodges ' would mar tfadr plans, 

Heigh-ho, says I ; 
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And therefore Farragut, Sherman, Grant, 
Declni e " that Mao is the chief they want," 
And we all go Mac blind — 
Jolinny, fill up the bowl. 




To all our heroes in the field, 

Heigh-ho, heigh-ho! ^ 
Knowing how to die, but not to vieliL 
Heigh-ho, says I, 
We fill the bmnper and pledge the toasti 
And to give them the aid thej need the nuMt, 
We all go Mac blind — 
Johnny, fill up the bowL 




WAR DEMOCRATIC VIEW OF M*CLELLAJS'S NOMINA- 
TION. 


He win fmmedlately take etepe to briug aboat a cessation of hostilities.** 

CAiasgo Plsi^lirm. 

Private O'lieillify solus: 

Air: •* (Md Ireland^ you're my darling.** 
May I niver taste bite nor sup to-night, 

But I joy to Lear the story. 
For the rebels'll catch in M 'Clellan their match, 

An* well soon have ' ' payee** wW glory. 
Such steps" he will take asll make 'em awake 

To a siiijic of their situation, 
An' wid thrayson dead on u bloody bed, 

Of the war we shall have a cessation.*' 


Chorus of soldiers: 

Air: "Vankrc Doodls,*' 
That's the kind of talk for us, 

That's the peace we covet — 
Tteaaon dead on a bloody bed. 

And onr starry flag alx>ve it. 




Private (yReilfyt as before : 

Little Mac's the man wid a wholesome plan 

For an airly " payee" attainin' ; 
Wid tlirehle might to purshue the fight. 

Decisive thriumphs ^tnin*. 
We do hate an' abhor ever>' form o' war — 

We but fight for conciliation, 
An' with thrayson dead on a bloody bed, 

Of the war we shall have '* a cessatioD." 


• 



Digitized by Google 



282 



The Poetical Works of 



Ckorut Vj aoldiers^ as before 

That's the kind of talk for us, 

That's the peace we co\ et — - 
Treason deaa O&'a bloody bed, 

And the Stan and stripes above it. 

PrivaU O'Reilli/, as be/ore : 

Och ! the hour is iiigh to see them fly* 

In wild confusion scatthered, 
From their broken lines an' their mnrdherin* nines, - 

An' their earthworks torn an' tatthered, 
Wid a fiery brand in wan stout hand, 

An* an olive-branch in the other, 
Th^ will all come back undlu r Little Mac,*' 

An' we'll have an end o' the bother. 

ChorU$ qf soldiers^ as be/ore : 

That comos home to the Southern heart, 

That's the way to strike it — 
The brand in luiiid if you still withstand. 

The oUve-branch if yon Uka it. 



HURRA FOR ANDY JOHNSON. 

Air: "Ould Ireland, ymi're myjtu^imn,'* 

Och, Andy, you're my jewel, share. 

For you our hearts are sighin' ; 
*Tis yonr thrne aim that bags the game, 

An' sets tlic feathers flyiu'. 
Full many a duck your shot has sthruck. 

As you make yonr sportin' journey, 
But— ourselves b^ween— shure there iraver was seen 

Such a clip as you ^^ave tJolm Forney, 
Och, Andy dear, some people here, 

Tliey say that your thrade was a tailor's, 
An' 'twas this, no loss, makes you give, I goess, 

Such lits to tlu'in Jacohiii railers. 

Go on, my boy ! our counthrj's joy 

Is at stake upon your sncceedin' ; 
I/et tlie Jacobins rave till aich whey-faced knave 

Is choked up wid the venom he's broedin'. 
You are on the right thrack to win for m back — 

For shure love is a powerAil magnet^ 
The union of hand and of heart in the land. 

Which these rogues would thransfix wid a bagnet. 
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Och, Andy, dear, your friends are here, 

Dow n far in the sowls o' the people ; 
An' if we had our say, all who'd bar your way — 

Faixl they'd swing from ould Thnnity's stheq>le. 

To brin^ back the states within OUT gates 

As si-tliL'fs, we thought was our sole end.; 
Tlie Union, twas for that we bled in the war — 

Not to make o* the South a new Poland. 
But now tliese rogues who do the collogues 

la the Siiiate— from which the Lord save us ! — . 
Sbnre they cry, it is said, that the Union is dead, 

Just as loud as did ever Jeff Davis. 
But, Andy, dear, wliile you are here, 

Our Union no jiower can never ; 
An'^ despite all their clack, we shall 80(m have it back, 

An' the oald flag shall float forem. 



THE ALDERfiCAN'S GHOSH 
aanm a mamm, x AUtrasTAViOH vaum ▲ watBn of tob xtiFimoT 

COSPIMBATIOK OF V»W VOSK KNOWK IM LOOAL BIBTOKT AS "TBC FOBTY 

nrnnras.** 

Hurra for Jud):!:e Edmonds ! I have had 

A mystical luanifestution ; 
I saw last night — don't think me mad — 

A ghost from the Corporation. 
It came to my room — 'tis truth 1 teli — 

And rapped upon the table 
Alive, it loved the table well, 

And dead, as well as it's able. 

Said T, while I felt each sinew heave, 

And the dew on my forehead gather, 
• Is that the spirit of Mother Eve, 

Or the ghost of a city father ? 
The table stood up like a fighting-cock, 

And danced with a glee satanic ; 
It rapped with force of a dmndetvehodE, 

"The spirit is aldemuudc.*' 

How did yen die ? Come tdl me smack- 
Was it eating turtle-soup, or 

An overdose of the canvas-back? 
" I died of Peter Cooper ; 
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An overdose of the canvass too" 

(The spirit a pun was sluirp at)* 
The table here delirious grew, * 

And rolled over and over the cazpec. 
How fare you now in the spirit-land ? 

Are you nielancholic or merry ? 
Have you got any good fat jobs'on hand— 

A railroad or a ferry? 
*'I find the spirits nro regular bricka, 

Nor the place of tat jobs barren ; 
1 11 sell the monopoly of the Styx, 

And oust the fenyman, Charon." 

Have you got 1, ,i,hy ring up in the skies, 

Ur are your briberies mental ? 
Is Aere any mayor in his strength to rise 

With a veto transcendental? 
** I ta^te, as ever I did, the sweets 

Of jobs the most nefarious; 
And I mean to appoint to cleanse the streets 

A mystical Arcnlarios." 

God help the s[)irits, then, I cried— 

Is there no one to guard nr care 'em? 
If one were to think of buu ide, 

Snch a thought as this would scare him j 
Por, bad as it is on earth below — 

And it makes our heart-strings quiveiw. 
Just tlunk of an aldermaaic woe 

Ifl^tad up there forever. 



NEBRASKA AND KANSAS. 
Air: ^'Mliza, my darlinn, yon know— you know.** ' 

The Arabs are happy— no doubt, no doubt— 

The Arabs are happy — and why? 
It ain't that they scamper about, about, 

Jnst as free as the cloads in the sky.' 
Tis because they ain't worried, and scurried, and hurried 

\V ith cries of " Nebraska" and " Kansas •" 
They lie under palm-trees, enjoying the balm breeze. 

And sing the " sweet moon" in sweet stanzas. 
Icelanders are happy— no doubt, no doubt— 

Icelanders are happy— and wbv? 
It ain't that for train-oil tbev sliout, they shotlt. 

And snug in their snow hovels lie. • 
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Tis because that " Nebraska'' (to rhyme diat's a task, ah! 

But else I must tear up my stanzas) 
Has never perplexed them, and wofully vexed them, 

Nor care thegr a seal-dun for Kansas." 

Hie Fejees are happy— no doubt, no donbt — 

The FcMCf s are liappy — and why ? 
Taint because our theud Kimball, with tabret and cjmbal, 

Bxalted tiidr mermaid on high ; 
'Tis because (every man says) " Nebraska" and '* Kansas" 

Don't friglitt'n them out of their lives; 
They have dwellings of coral, and (wise men aud moral; 

They sport with thdr salmon-taued wives. 

But we are unhappy — no doubt, no doubt — 

But we are most wretchcd^ — and why ? 
"Tis because we are deafened, and crippled, and sparined 

With buncombe, and bosh, and ** my eye." 
We offer a passage, a horse, and an ass each, 

To these Quixotes and sleek Sancho Panzas 
Who share our communion, yet tilt at the Union, 

If theyll put for Nebraska" and Kansas." 



BOB SMITH, OF FULTON STREET. 

A BALLAD OF REOON8TRCOTION AND BF.nABILrTAnOK. 

. Hail, Bobbie Smith, mine ancient friend, 

My harp hath sung yomr matiibless garmcmts 
Long years before I southward went 

To tight them cus-jed secession varmints* 
You're on the s(juare, my bully Bob, 

Your honest faith no traffic smothers, 
And. whon I want a dotliing job, 

I'll deal with yon before all others. 

I like jou, Bob. Your clothes I find 

Just like yomr friendship— warm and lasting-; 
No mean thought ever crossed yonr mind, 

Its shadow on your actions castiiig. 
One price you ask — small profit sought — 
An*l men must g^ve the price or leave it; 

I write of you my honest thought, 

And those who read had best believe it. 

Go in, my Bob, and make and sell 
Yonr clothes till covering all creation ; 

The friends who know you lovo you -well. 
And you have friends throughout the nation. 
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' Deal with our erring brethren Soutli 

Kindly and well — for still tlicv'iL- cranky; 
And put this saying in their mouth — 
"At least there is one honest Yankee." 



THE CRT IS MAC, MY DAKLIN*. 

Air: **OJk, iny Jhra Orina^ Aor.** 

Mac, my darlin', prond I am 

To hear that you've been nominated; 
La.st we met at Antietam, 

Where you the rebel might abated ; 
In the Seven Days' fight I stoml 

B^fiide you on the hills an' meadows, 
And while our brave bo> s })uured Iheir blood, 
We know your heart was throbbin' wid as. 
Oh, my captain, dear an' thrue, 

The coward tongues that would ignore you 
, Are base a s l a 1 se— thank Heaven they're few I— • 
Yoor soldiers thrnst yon an' adore yon. 

Abe may crack his jolly jokes 

O'er bloody fields ot 'sthriiken t)attle. 
While yet the ebbin' life-tide shmokes 

From men that die like butchered cattle ; 
He, ere yet the gims grow cold, 
To pimps an' pets may crack his stories — 
. Yoor name is of the grander mould, 

And linked wid all our brightest gloiiea. 
Oh, my general, loved an' thrue, 

The lyiu' tongues that would defame vou 
Are base as fidse— thank Heaven they're few l~ 
For as onr chosra chief we claim yon. 

They say— these dogs of currish heart, 
Who never heard a Minic' whistle — 
Yon'd let the Union <liitt apart 

Like down-flakes from a shaken thistle ; * 
They saj-, oh captain — but the words 

Stick in our tliroats — wo can't adjust 'em-~ 
Bat lift to heaven oar dinted swords, 
An' answer only this, "We thrust him." 
Yes, oh frieiul of rights an' laws. 

Despite the sneers of fool or craven, 
Wliere hearts beat highest for the cause, 
Yon have yoor home, yonr shrine, and haven. 
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Wid patient toil an' pityiii' brenst 

You sought your soldiers' blood to threasure, 
Nor ever tried the cruel test 

How much we could endure to meaaure. 
They feared you, for they paw onr love ; 

To win success they would not let you ; 
Bat while tibe white stars shine above, 
The boys you led will ne'er forget you. 
Yes, our captain, prized an' tlirue, 

Desert you we would p^sh rather ; 
Thank Heaven the hearts are not a few 
That oeM you brother, friend, and father. 



••THERE S NO SUCH WORD AS FAIL, BOYS," 

ST Om OF THE KAWK AMO VIUi 

Ait: **Th» low-Uuked e»r.** 

M'Dowell's day is over — 

A true and gallant man, 
With a heart as big as a bullock's heart, 

But wanting a head to plan. 
Now brighter hours arc dawning. 

And brighter hopes wc hail, 
For with young M^Clellan to lead our lines, 
There's no such word as fail — 

There's no such word as fail, boys — 
11i^*8 no such word as fail ; 
For with young M'CIellan to lead our lines, 
There's no siicli word as fail. 

No f;xti!t nfrnin^t M'DoAvell, r 

No blame li;ivc we to urge, 
He wasn't a retl-tape martinet, 

That soldiers' pest and scourge. 
Warm-hearted was M'Dowell, 

His courage proof of mail, 
But he did belong to that luckless class 
Who do know how to fail — 

Who do know how to fail, boys, 
As witness all our men, 
Bnt with young M'Clellan to lead our lines. 
We'll try the game again. 

Virginia's western counties 
Ttesound M*01ellan*8 name, 

Philippi, Grafton, Komney, are 
Th» firsU&uits of his fame. 
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And soon the Inrid hsilo 

Of the reliel flag shall pale, 
For M'Clelhiii belongs to tlie rhosen claSR 
Who don't know liow to fail — 

Who doQ t know how to fail, boys, 
Who won*t know how to fell— 
Who couldn't l)C taught, at whatever prioe. 
The will or the way to fail. 

So burnish up your wonixms, bojl| 

And keep your powder dry, 
Bull Run will have done us u deal of good 

When next the game we try. 
One fair, s()nnre chance but give nSyboys, 

And you 11 see the rebels quail. 
For our leader is now of the chosen class 
Who dnn't know how to fail — 

Who don't know how to fail, boys, 
■Who won't know how to fai^ 
And who can not be taught, at whatev^ pvioe, 
The will or the way to &il. 



UVE-OAK GEORGE. 

Ilore's to the man who of birth never boasts, 
Who has girdled with commerce our seas and our coasts. 
On whose flag the old sun never ceases to shine, 
Fmnn the east to the west, from the pole to the line. 
I^ive-onk (Jeorge, 
Live-oak George, 
Hell make the politicians 
All thdr ^ils dii^rge. 

He ne*er to the mean arts of toadying flew, 

He kept himself clour of the caucusiutr rrcw— 
Kelied on iiis w orth and the will he had shown, 
That Americans still should America own. 
Live-oak Ge<nge, 
Live-oak George, 
He soon vill uiake the Galphin crew 
Their spoJIs disgoi^ 

When poor, and a boy, he came into our town, 
I'he Albany liegency trampled us down ; 
But the old fo;;^- tyrants have now to give way 
To the king of the steam-boats — the man of the day. 
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Live-oak George, 
Live-oak George, 
, <» TU he will make me harpy crew 

Thar guns dugmge. 

He sought for no place and he courted no clique — 
If him they (lesinnl. it w:is their pluce to seek — 
It was stanch rennsylvaniii the first that did draw 
Her awi»d from the scabtMird for honest George Law. 
• Live-oak George, 

Live-oak George, 
'Tis he will make old parties 
All their gains disgmge. 

But others have followed, and others will come, 
like soldiers to roll-call of fife and of drum ; 
For the man that amone us must voters can draw, 
Oh ! who should he be but our Iiivfr<oak George Law ? 
Live-oak George, 
Live-oak George, 
He'll nmku some foreign mouarchs 
All tiieir pride disgoige. 

Then bumpera around to the man of the day — 

The "gri])" and tlie " word," and let fate have its way ; 
All true men around tlie proud standartl will draAv, • 
¥niich, in famed fifty^six, bears the name of George Law. 
Live-oak George, 
Live-oak George, 
Like one of his own clippers, 
Into port hell suige. 

Then heroes to the man who has made himself all 

That wealthy, resjicctcd, and Ik imhi cd we call ; 
Too long, under soldiers and lawyers, we saw 
Our country degraded — well now try George Law. 
Live-oak George, 
Live-oak George, 
'Tis he will make tlie Galphin crew 
Th^ gains disgorge. 



SONG OF THE NA I IOXAL DEMOC liACY,*' 

To the Albany chiefs the War Democmts spoke, 

Ere you play the old game, there are slates to be broke; 

Your words are all right if they only were true, " 
But Y)cncath the war tlag you've a Copperhead crew. 
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So fill up the Clip, he it hrandy or hier, 
liesurrect the war-hatchet and shaq)cn the spear ; 
In November well have an almighty big row, 
And to Copperhead doctrines be— wdl, if we bow. 

Dean Kit hmoml his stomach may pat, and may pinch 

Uia jolly red nose till it lenKtlion- inch; 

But he can't make m think his prulcasiuns are tme 

While he s^ls his war ship with a Copperhead crew. 
So fill up the cup, whisky, claret, or hier, 
Kesurrect the war-hatchet and shaq)eu the sjjcar ; 
There arc braves on the war-path prepared iur a row. 
And to Breckiniidge doctrine».be---well, if we bow. 

The bold Pete de Cagger, with mystery big, 

May adjust each stray hair in his aniber-hued wig, 
Bnt his arts, though potential, are well unde r^rood — 
If his platfoiTn be honest, why runs he witii Wood? 
So fill up the cuj) — things look certainly qneei^ 
Resurrect the war-hatchet nnd sharpen the spear; 
With the lords of the *'('entral" we're in for a row, 
And to Richmond and Cagger he^well, if we bow. 

To the tenets of Douglas we tenderly cling, 
Warm hearts to the cause of oiu" country we bring; 
To the (1;iL' ^ve arc ])ledged — all its foes we abhor — 
And we ain t tor the '* nigger," but are for the war. 

So fill up the cup — pleasant tipple is bier— 

Kesurrect the war-hatchet and >harpen the spear; 

With the Albany chiefs we are in for a row, 

And their seejitre we'll Ijrejik. or their heads they shall boW. 

It may suit the subservient old War Horse to say 
He is willing to follow where Pete leads the way 

That, with gayety, he as blank paper will yield 

Himself to the ]>ower whicli tlie Kefreney wield. 
Oh, so great d<>th your ^^ayety, I'urdy, appear, 
That wc drill k v. Mir good bealdi in a bumper of bier; 

And after Novtmliei' '^ >latc-sma^1ii!itT ^nnid row. 
We'll, with gayety. make you our very best bow. 

Such things do for some folks, but don't do for us. 
Who for l*ruyn, Cagger, Cassidy, don't care a cuss ; 
To the flag we are pledged — all its foes we abhor— 
And first, last, all the time, we are in for the w.xr. 
bo fill up the cup — heiUthy drinking i.s bier — 
Besnrrect die warnixe and sharpen the spear ; 
In the "Wigwam, next April, all factions we'll hush, 
And for new men to lead we'll go in with a rush. 



I 
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The platform of Logan, Gnuit, GiUmore, and Dtx 

Is better tliMii any that maiiaL'^ors fix: 
"Our flag in its glory! our Union restored, 
And, til! treason cries quarter, no sheath to the sword!" 
So till up the cup with much better than bier. 
The big spring is bubbling, its water'^ iwo rlear— 
Democracy's fountain — and thus at its brink, 
**To the memory of Donghw'* with bowed heads we drink. 



A DEMOCRATIC RALLY. 

Bring forth the ancient standards, the old time faith renew, 
March all and march together, brothers tried and ever tna ; - 

Fall in and take yoor places, call the roll, and let us hear j 
Who are for us, who against us, in the strife tlint draws anear. 
Now Treason stands with bloody liuuUs, 
Her long-worn mask discarded, « 

And we are they by whom to-dny 
The Union must be guarded. 

Forget all past dissensions in the greatness of the hour; 
For Union let the i.,nj]>ire State send forth a voice of power; 
When villains league to do a wrong, let the true combine for right, 
And we'll soon rlmke out the mutiny which traitors wotdd incite. 
• Revealed, opposed, their plot disclosed, 
Treason shall sink confbnnded ; 
No servile strife, with torch nn<l knife, 
Shall through our land be hounded. 

Oh. brothers, rally to the flng, for ours tlie glorious mission, 
Tme to the bond that Jackson sealed to banish all division ; 
A omimon fiune, a common name, a common good to dierish, 
These are the riglits which freemen claim content for diese to perish. 
No frantic liordes with reekinf^: swords * 

Our sister states .'ihall plunder ; 
And they whose thought first hatched the plot, 
Its wreck let them lie nnder. 

Come all who love our fatherland, and reverence each name 
Shouted from Freedotn's hi!l-to]i'; in the morning of our fame; 
On Treason let the Knijiire State be first to place a brand, 
And foremost of all citi^ let the Em])ire Ci^ stand. 
Let nil eninbine who will not join 

in treason's foul coromnnion, 
And let oar shoot ring boldly oat 
Fot nationhood and Union. 
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The good and great of every statu will hail our rettoration. 

New York once more shall take liec place as vanpuanl of the nation ; 
East, West, and South — a thrill, a cheer, our victor war-cry pealing, 
Shall rcNiM again in all true men the old time's holj ftding. 

Our ship of' state will ride elate, 

In Union's Imrbor anchored, 
And future days shall live to praise 

The peace New Yorit hath conquered. 



SENATOR TOM ON CLAHS.** 

From the cool bosom of the sand, 

Washed fay the flood and ebbing tide. 
These savory bivalves come to liniul. 

And form the theme of Deveiiu :j pride. 
More sweet than venison's roasted haunch. 

Or bird.s of paradise stewed with ynnis, 
Are these rare bivalves of Long Ji ranch — 

This precious breed of Develin's clnms. 

'Xhese female clams, from t»and and foum. 
Rise np exemphurs to our life ; 

For they are always found at home, 
As should be each domestic wife. 

'No bills for i\ry goods do they launch, 
Nor diamonds — whether true or shams— 

These prudent bivalves of Long Branch— 
These rardly prudent Develin clams. 

Seldom, if ever, do they talk ; 

Their mouths with maiden |)ride they close; 
Nor ever in the moonlight walk 

Too lung and late with clammy beans. 
Their love is pure, their hearts arc stanch. 

They are just as innocent as lambs — 
These coy, young bivalves of Txnig Branch — 

This precious breed of Develin's clams. 

No crinoline enshrouds their limbs. 

Nor penciled lash, nor paint s endeavor, 
But each in the pure water swims, 

"A thing of beauty and joy forever.** 
They never quit their native ranche. 

Hotels of cost in sumn^er wcK)ing — 
These patient bivalves of Long Branch, 

They live in bliss,' and die in stewing. 
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No "rats^ or "mice" are in their beard, 
Tliejr never like promiscuous gadding, 

And in their pluni|)ness, who has heatd 
Of any "artificial padding?" 

Their simple souls no fear can blanch. 



Tliese simple bivalves of Long Branch, 
Whose bake now claims onr Develin's labofs. 

To Weed, whose pen with bolder lines 
* Our huly-clams can paint more trnly, 
My feebler pen the task resigns 

Of pictoring all dieir virtues fully. 
To him — yet vigorous, fresh, and stanch, 

8ound in the chest, and head, and liams, 
I leave these bivalves of Long Branch — 

Tliis dear sweet tetood of Develin's clams. 



SENATOR 6WIN TO BUCHANAN. 
A^t "IfJkm Jirse /fauw Um^ worm and tiiMM0i.** 



Wlien first I knew thee, gray and old, 
Such treachery gleamed about tiiee — 

So heju'tless wert thou, and so cold, 
That instinct bade me doubt theei 



A vain and cmel master, 
But hoped that bonds of commoQ hate 

To me would tie thee faster. 
But go, deceiver, go, 

N«» tears my grave may water 
Like those which ever flow 

O'er Broderick's bed of slaughter. 

When every tongue to freedom bom 

Denojuiced thy party treason, 
.1 found in this prevailing scorn 

For faith in diee fresh reason — 
*' lie must be true, for all are foes 

Except the slaves of custom ; 
The leper with the leprons goes, 
And therefore we may trust him.** 
But go, deceiver, go. 

Bright and Fitch will leave thee later. 
And Higler. with despairing throe, 
Confess he served a traitor. 




their prettier neighbors— 



I knew thee false in c^ cry tniti 
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And yet, J. B., the time is near 

When even Slidell shall leave thee ; 
And Davis, seized with ghastly fear, 

To death and ruin heave thee; 
Mi-^souri (ireene shall kirk thee down. 

Bayard thy hones will butter, 
And puffs from Constttntioii Browne 
Will lose their power to flatter. 
But go, 'tis vain to carse, 

And weakness to upbraid thee, 
Hate can not wish thee worse 
Than Black Lecomptou made thee. 

Even now, though still some months are left 

1^'or public pay and booty, 
Thy minions, of afl pride bereft. 

Yet scorn their abject duty. 
Aii«;ustu8 i>chell, that veriest slave 

OF ail the slaves beneath you, 
W^ill throw no flower npon yonr grav&— 
With naught but curses wreathe you. 
But go ; the task was thine 
Our land to rend asunder ; 
And many a vote of mine 

You bought for so much plunder. • 

Even Breckinridge, who on bent knee 

Thy favor now importunes, 
Shall curse the day he linked with Aee 

Ilis erntwhile lucky fortunes. 
And on our country's record-page 

Thy name, in scarlet letters, 
Shall glisten to the latest afre. 
With Aruold's linked in letters. 
But go, thou poor old man | 

"Pis Heaven from rain kept her ; 
And now, beneath thy conntiy's 1mii(» 
Kesign her stdlied sceptre. 



THE SEVENTH TO JOHN COCHRANE. 

Accept, oh prince of phrases rannd, 

Ttda token of esteem profound 

From those you made your care — 
From those to whom, with generous hand, 
In words that made each heart expand} 
You tendered ' * princely fare. " 
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High was the summons, great the need, 
And sy)lcn(lid the reward decreed 

Tu all — so said your pen — 
Who'd share the task of rendering praiae 
To Washington, and those " stern days ' 

Which tried the suiils of men." 

Those dreary days of gloom and want| 
Discomfort plenty, rations scant, 
• Loilg marches, and hard fighting — 
Your splendid :u t n^callod the wturiei 
And verily you tried eucii soul 
With htmger sharp and biting. 

Kuee-deep in mud, no welcome given, 
Drenched with the frozen sleet of heaven. 

No niof— no tent pro^ii^Nl : 
No drop to drink — no food to eat — 
Shivering and starring in the street, 

Cdd, hungry, and derided. 

As thus we slept upon oar arms, 
Thinkinf^ of home's deserted charms — 

The comforts vanished from us — 
There rose before each grateftal mind. 
With sweetest memories entwined, 

Your highly ''princely promise." 

And then we vowe d, in whispers low, 
Some fitting presents to bestow 

(You're cnte, bat well be enter>— 
These slop^bowls, tea and coffee kettles— * 
This set of plate our *\*A\x linlf settles, 
Cast in the most appropriate metals 

Of nidEel, hkass, and pewter. 

So take them, Cochrane, and youll.find 
In this tall coffee-pot enshrined 

Promotion coming faster: 
A testimonial which repeats 
That the great Lodge of Healthy Beats — 
The Clean, the Dead, Past Grands, aod SweetS— 
Admiring your astounding feats, 
Wijhont once rishig fhnn their seats — 
On tlie first ballot — the first choice— 
Without even one dissenting voice — 

Have ^ oted you Grand Master. 
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GRAND BOUT OF THE NABOBS. 
ooMTUVAnow or nn iuab bt anoturb qakbi. mbikuw Mm aoDA*WA9mB 

>EEI>F.ri. 

Time — Early morning. Scene — /*flr?or in I he Fifth Avenue HoteL Cigar' 
ttm^ empty Ckampagiu bottUs, ami nff^lant-Sala1nandtl^^|tfi^^X3tm^^ 
tee-w^n hjinrt loone arouml. Enter thr chaplain qf tint WOaunilHl Voith o 

tray of cocktaiU. He surveyn tlu rwm and mngn: 

Oh, the nabobs came down like the wolf on the fold, 
And thdr noses were puqtle, their shirt-stods were gold 
In political life oven,' man strove to shine, 
And the liquor tbej quaffed it was Verxeoay wine. 

Like yonng sprouts of asparagus, sappy and j^'^cn, 
At tlio Everett, a month since, these nabobs were seen ; 
Bnt, like frostbitten pumpkins, all wilted and bine, 
They now tnm np their toes in the FifUi Aye-noo. 

For St. Tammany's trumpet aroosed a great host, 

And the spirit of manhood rebelled at their boast; 
Mere toadstools of lucre, the growth of a night, 
These nabobs have wilted beneath the dawn's light. 

Here lie Sam and Cii>co — with nostrils all wide — 
No more with the nabobs allowed to abide ; 

And, weaned from laughing at all that has been, 
Lo! here sleeps tiie red-bearded Indian serene. 

And Baldwin, the polywog pale-face, lies there; 
And Forrest, all withered in wintry despair ; 
And Oolanan — ^theee three, stiff as icicles lie, 
With a very big Venenay drop in each eye. 

And the spirits of Wolfe weak and sluggishly flow, 

While that resolute gentleman, Sammy Barlow 

(A jolly good fellow — the harder his lot). 

Keeps eternally asking of Sherman "Watts what?'* 

Now gone all the golden delights of their dream, 
And "ndnly may bubble the Verssenay stream ; 

r(ir uitli headagbe and nausea, awaki^nin;; in liasfe, 
Kacli but finds in liis moutii a grecu coppery taste. 

And in vain to riikindle tlieir hopes and their lives 
Are pohtical cocktails commingled Wolves; 
Tlioa^ the Herald has Utters and Wdfe offers gin, 
Tet the feast was too deep for thdr core to h^n. 
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Oh, bitter the wails in all boudoirs sdect 

For the mij,'lity iiiu- }i()j)es in tlioir enterj)nse wrecked} 
And at Wauhiugtou many the shrugs atul uhems 
At the brittle success of our national gems.** 

For " national men'* in the true sense were they, 

No local affinities hampered their sway; 

And " gems" were they also — sharp, brilliant, and niop, 

Though, as Phelps will declare, ** not at all beyond j)rice." 

Now the prospects of Dix tliey have all gone to grass, 
And Ike Townseod insbts he be written an ass ; 

8<: oirers leer when they talk of the mammon ite sqnad, 
And the Verzenay movement is stiif as a clod. 

For control of tlie movomcnt its starter* may whistle, 
The Verzenay nabubs have hzzed tiieir last lizzie ; 
Extinguish the lights, fold their hands, clos^ their egress 
Unrefirded it lived, and nncared for it dies. 



WHO KILLED THE NABOBS? 

Oh, who killed the nabobs ? 

" Twas I," said the Leader ; 

*' You may count rye the pleader f 
Whose words killed the nabobs — " 

And this, gentle reader, 

This sheet is the Leadnr. 

Who first raised the nabobs? 

Twas Sam, Wolfe, and Cisco, 
All jolly and brisk, oh ! — 
'Twas they raised the nabobs. 
Who now lie as solemn 
And flat.as this column. 

To whom gave they trouble? 
** Oh, to me, ' says t^e Herald} 
My lungs I imperiled 

Inflating their bubble ; 
'Twas a stlflT oi>eration 
K u ti morning's inflation.'* 

ifor whom did they do tliis ? 
** Oh, for Sam, Wolfe, and Cisco^ 

■ All jolly and brisk, oh ! 

Who yet have to rue this, 
And a fbwth man, quiescent. 
Who by prcKxies was present.'* 

2 
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What shroud will best suit them ? 
'*Oh pshaw !" cry the masses, 
*'They are but dead o&ses; 

J ust bundle and boot theni ; 

Collapsed, and in flat case^ 
They'll tit in a hat case." 

And their grave ? ' ' None is needed ; 

Lock them up with a sennon 

In the safe of Watts Shernuui, 
And leave them unheeded ; 

W'e are sick of tlie trouble 

And fuss of this bubble.** 


■ • 




Now who'll toll the bell i 

"I'll do it," said Baldwin, 
" If properly called on, 
I'll toll it out well— 
My last act of devotion 
To dead hopoB of pramotion." 


♦ 




Aud who for the nabobs 
A headstone can carve us ? 
, **rU do it," said Jams, 
** Hie jacet the nabobs ; 

TIk' stereotyped model 
Ketiuiescat in — twatldle." 




■ 


Who U bury the fellows ? 
"Oh I, '^answered Itcb — 

" I, (lie friend of their lives-— 
Their inilater — their bellows; 
Let me, late their teacher, 
In death be their preacher. '* 


0 




Who'll give the responses? 

*' I'll do it," cries Leary, 
Brisk, jovial, and cheery, 
**ni give the responses ; 
I am knee-deep in clover 
Since their fizzle is over." 




« 


Who'll turn undertaker? 
"I'll do it, "said Coleman, 
A dismal bnt droll man, 

*'I'll play mute and waker; 
But. to keo!> the wnkc friskv 
Give me suuli, pij>es, aud whisky." 


• 
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EPITAPH. 

** They lived — ii world's wonder 
Of folly and weakness : 
But, whipped into meekness, 
They caved and went under. 
Their V'erzeTiay bubbled, 
Their poor brains grew muddled ; 
Their pamphlet ft fisxle, 
Their rallies a mizzle ; 
Their funds a delusion, 
Their j»laiis all confusion; 
fi ieiuls to abet them, 
♦ Mo friends to regret them; 

Neglected and scouted, 
* Paeqninaded and floated ; 
With golden jtretensions 
• Of shrunken dimensions, 

And headache and gicknes»— 
Oh, blame not the quickness 
With which — just as fast ns Jack Kobinson whistled—' 
The Verzenay- Vigilant Fiz^lers have fizzled." 



THE IUNG-8TAMP FATAL. 

Just stay where you are — you had betther far, 

Than attimpt to breast the tornado 
Which the Ring chiefs know is to lay tliem low, 

Despite all their false bravado. 
The storm's on the wing, an' aich craft o' the Ring 

Will find it a roarer an' wrecker ; 
While to victbury sails, undher fa vorin* gales, 

The popilur ship — John Hecker. 
Jiut ao sure as you're bom, ** a receipt for the com** 

Next election the Ring will be findin*, 
And wid Ilecker's strdnt' nil! in conthrol of onr sull— ~ 

Faix! we ll do some uimigluy griudiu'. 



THE MIGHT RIDE OF ANCIENT ABE, 

Not a drum was heard, not a party cry-— 
We were afl most terribly flurried, 

As, with kindling horror in heart and eye, 
Old Abe to the rail-cars we honied. 
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We hurried him quickly, nt dead of night, 
A disguise o'er his long limbs throwing, 
the struggling moonbeam^B misty light, 
And a biiU's-eye dimly growing. 

No nseless pageant or jioni]) we had. 
But with Smnner'H t lonk nround him, 

And canny Sim Cnnierou's cap ofjilaid, 
l it pill through in tlie dark \vc bound him. 

Few and slinrt were tlie words he said, 

As we looked in his face of sorrow, 
But sadly we tiiougiit of the row to be made 

In the Herald and Times of Ae.morrow. 

We thought, as we jostled him into the car « 

^Vitliont cither cheer or ovation, 
. What a laugh there would be when the news spread aior 
Of the Rdl-spUtter's ass-ass-inatimL 

We started the train, and the hero was off. 
Evading each Plng-Ugly sentry ; 

But, Lord! lunv tin- Iieathen will ;TnfTaw and SCoff 
At this new kind of '* national entry.'* 

Cayly tlic Post of tlie plot may make light, 
And talk of the " Tooley ISireet tailors," 

Bat, snugly installed in the mansion of whiles 
The BaO-spUtter langfas at all rulers. 



THE ANCIENT ABK 
Aiti **rik« Shan V«m FoeM.* 

*'Let tts up and do or die," 

Says the ancient Abe ; 
*' Let us up and do or die," 

{Says old Abe ; 
*' We will rear our banner hi^ 
As the stars arc in tlie -^ky, 
And our enemies sliail tiy," 

Says the ancient A1>e. 

Then to Washington he flew, 
Did the ancient Abe — 

Then to Washii^ston he flew, 
Did old Abe; 
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And he swore by blade and blw 

All seceders to "put through," 
And tlie forts to man anew, 
Did tlic ancient Abe. 




Has he kept his solemn vow. 
Has the ancient Abe ? 

Has he kept his solemn tow. 

Has old Abe? 
By the J^ord I we see liiiu bow 
At the shadow of a row — 
*Ti» an ogly case of cow" 

With the ancient Abe. 

• 


* 


For Avithotit a cannon fired 
By the uncJent Abe — 
Not a gun or oracker fired 

By old Abe — 
He has peacefully retured, 
Gnmdng all ilie Soath desired, 
Snking down as it aspired. 
Has the ancient Abe. 


• 


** Major Aiidcrs(»u's to blame," 

Cries the ancient Abe ; 
'*It is he that is to blame," 

Says old Abe ; 
And thus to hide the shame , 
Of a heart that is not "game," 
He befouls that honored name, 
Does the ancient Abe. 




Oh, fnends, we've had enough 

Of this ancient Abe — 
Much more than was enough 

Of old Abe; 
He is made of such weak stiiflf'. 
The JSouth beats his game of bluff, 
And I fear they'll ride him rough — 

lUde the ancient Abe. 




"Lu us watch, and wait, and pray 

For the ancient Abe— 
For our countr)- let us pray, 

And for Abe; 
Let us help him if we may, 
When he falters on the n ay, 
Guide him back when gone astray-^ 

Poor bewildered Abe. 
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For though all the saddest fiites 

Link with ancient Abe — 
AH the most desjiairing fates 

Link with Al>e — 
He is captain in the ^ates • 
Of the<c pjinui Tnited States, 
And must be till time abates — 

Hapless ancient Abe. 

Let us tiierefore, thuugli we squirm 

Under ancient Abe — 
Though we %NTithe, and groan, and sqidnn 

Under Abe — 
Let us all stand tme and firm, 
Of his courage nurse the germ, 
And in patience bear the term 

Of the ancient Abe. 



PIIILADELrHIA. 

Air: "ThtBunterso/ Kentucky.'* 

In politics a fear intense 

Has seized on friend and foe, sir; 
The favorite seat is on the fence. 

The favorite word, " Lie low, gir ; 
Our pea beneath the thimbles keep. 

Not telling where it lurks," 
And the cry is, ' ' See before you leap 
Hcnr Philadelphia works 

For it's all a pntlilOTl, 
l*r()l)-prub-pr(tl)lem, 
Tis all a problem 
How Philadelphia works. 

The Johnson men pretend to feel 

The game is theirs alone, sir. 
While the " Rads" proclaim the winning deal 

Is safely made their own, sir. 
Lord Greeley's face is full of i^ee, 

While Iviynioud squirms and shirks, 
And the prudent ones cry, Wait and ^ee 
How Fniladelphia works." 

For here is the problem, 
Prob-pr()h-[)roblem — 
A mixed and curious problent 
How Philadelphia works. 
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The Blairs, who pull the wires and threads. 

Have plunged into the business 
With a seal which gives to cooler heads 

A sort of swimming dizziness. 
They have seized the boat from stem to Steniy 

And are fighting it like Turks, 
While the older hands stand hack to leam 
VLvfn Philadelphia works. 

For a ticklish problem, 
Prob-i)rol)-problem, 
'Twould be for any one tO gness 
Uow Philadelphia works. 

Has Johnson nen'e to make the fight 

A fight to the bitter end, sir ? 
Has he the plnck his ibes to smite, 

And foster every friend, sir ? 
If he have, his star mav vet arise 

O'er the Radical glooms and murks, 
And a child may tell with a glance of the eyes 
How Philadelphia wprks. 

For this is the true problem, 
Prob-prob-problem — 
The kernel of the proljlem 
How rhiladelphia works. 

But if he let the Copperheads guide, 

Aiul keep Seward as chief in office, 
And liuld in their seats of power aild prido 

The fanatic knaves who scolfuf. 
Then riddled will be his official cloak 

With Badical knives and dirks, 
And none need ask — save bjr way of a joke — 
How Philadelphia works. 

' For this is the problem, 
Prob-prob-problem — 
The body ami lumt'^ nf the problem 
How Philadelpiiia works. 



THE NEW "SPIKE" FOR POLITICAL GUNS.** 

Aliri ^vmtbM and to XMnoA." 

When a gun opens sharp on the Tammany crew. 
And tliey don't know, to save them, what next tJiey shall do. 
Straight tor Taylor (Fort Gansevoort, James B.) they will strike, 
And they use 1^ big body in place of a " spike, " 

Singing tooral4i-ooral, etc* 
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Oh Taylor, dear Taylor, thui lionclimnn of Weed, 
Assist us, thy partners, in this hour of need ; 
To Haymond re{>air, and to Greelef make moan. 
And ctmuiuuid Uiem to let yo^r rtvworkers alone, 

ISiuging tooral-li-ooral, etc. 

Make Greeley forget how you poisoned his cup 
When 1;\ arts and he for the Senate were up — 
When Owen, Sim Draper, and all of your breed, 
Cut hia throat on the sly at the hidding of Weed, 

JSinging tooi al-li-ourol, etc.. 

There's a "Cork-in" the Herald— a cork that won't budge 

For Anse of the Athui or NdBon the judge ; 

With silver 'tis fitftened aa tight as you please. 

And when drawn, ont flowa pure "Aqua Peter de Griese,** 

' Singing tooral-li-ooral, etc. 

To say we re against you you know is all fudge, 
For Owen is brothw to Matthew the judge ; 

A Democrat this — a Kejuiblican that — 
And 'tis hard if, between them, tliey ean't catch the fat, 

Singing tooral-li-ooral, etc. 

There arc more city bonds, and the time is not far. 
When such friends as are usefid can have them at par; 
You will be our "dear Doty," and may make a strike, 
* If the gun^s that now vex us you only can spike, 

Snging tooral-li-ooral, etc. 

** West Washington Market" to our aid you owe. 
And Fort Gansevoort— a job not yet finished, yon know; 
Still, Matthew must pass on that very big claim, 
And to let Matthew now be annoyed \verc a shame. 

Singing tooral-li-ooral, etc. 

So Taylor, dear Taylor, to Greeley repair, 
And caution him sharp of his course to take care; 
As for Raymond — we know you have stock in the Times, 
You must therefore spike that, or forfeit the dimes, 

Sin^ng tooral-li-oor^ etc 



BfTSTERIOUS VERSES PROM A PINK-EYED BARD. • 

The Dead-Beat Club in silence had spent the afternoon, 
For election day was coming — for some, alas I too soon. 

All things appeared unsettled, such numbers in tlie field, 
* And they feared, without harmony, they would be forced to yield. 



T 



Digitized by Google 



Charlea Crraham Halpme, 305 



Tlien up spake Richard Coinmlly — "I'll take him by the hiind; 
We ll make surae uicc arrangement, and save this fated land, 
"fis the most distressed district that ever yet was seen, 
And the od!^ way to save it is by wearing of the green." 

Then Charley Baker said "Agreed ; this thing we have to do; 
And to fix the matter, Sweeny, we ll leave it all to you. 
l<et's have a joint committee — get Moloney to back down — " 
**The very thing," said liicliard ; "we Beats can do him brown; 
For I'll step up to Moloney, and Fll take him by the hand, 
And treat him with such favors as no mortal can withstand} 
I'll show him, if we both must run, defeat is plainly seen, 
And I'll do Moloney easy by a wearing of the green.'* 

They met — that hopeful party — at the hotel kept by Hank, 
And while Dick and P. G. treated, their mutual nmnders drank ; 
The committee were in sesnon — Charley Baker, from a hat, 
Drew forth a little ]>ai)er nenr where Fernando sat. 
Then a smile came o er W ood s teiitures — he took Sweeny by the 
hand, 

Sayinjr, "Dick's the T'nion candidate — now, Peter, will 3'ou stand? 
But, altliough it s the worst district that ever yet was seen, 
I bdieve that Biek can win it by a wearing of the green.** 

The Dead-Beat Club are jolly now each week-day aft^enioon, 
For election day is over, and Dick is high })er-coon ; 
At Mataran's they gather — Charley Baker in the chair — 
And they drink to Patrick TTenry, who lu fod dii tlie square. 
There Dick Connolly meets Moloney, and takes liughy by the hand, 
Saying ** How does Bricks John Mnrphy, and how does Biadley 
stand? 

Mine is the gayest district that ever yet was seen, 

And the only way I won it was—* wearing of the green.** 

FANDANGO'S APOTHEOSIS. 

A BAM Vaoai TUB IIUTOB (i & HXOKXB) VfMMB. 

When we use the word " dnm" in the following SOQg^ 

We mean such a "dam'' as the Croton Dam, 
Or snch dams as the beaver bmldB along 

The quiet shores <tf the Aquietam; 
And it is in thi"? son<:e — this pious sense— 

We desire to be cleiuly understood — 
When we cry, with a fervor most intense, 

** Everlastingly dam Fandango Wood." 
20 



306 



The FoetiGol Works of 



llis rmistache is white, and his wi^ is Itrown, 

Win heart is the hue of a buried nigger, 
And, walking abroad, he delights the town 

With the grace of his lank pretentious figare; 
. And so this time, boys, in the C'roton sens^— ' 

Not the beaver, be it understood — 
"We cry witli a zeal that is most intense, 

"Everlastingly dam Fandango Wood." 

His mechanical manners have all the grace 

Of a patent gallows or sto:nn ^^aiToter ; 
His dollars and crimes run u |ji<^ii old race, 

Though each crime is by odds the swiftest trotter. 
And so this time, boys, in the beaver sense — 

Mot the Croton, be it understood — 
We ciy, with a fervor most intense, 

"Everhitftingly dam Fandango Wood." 

** Hiere lived a man" — so a story said— 

"Who was, in his own bad olden time. 
From head to heel, and from heel to head, 

And in marrow and vitals, one living crime.** 
But away with the sickening picture hence ! 

He is nothing like this, be it understood, 
Whom we mean when we cry, with a zeal inteni>e, 
Everlastingly dam Fandango Wood." 



SONG TO THE SONS OF ST. TAMMANY. 

Ho! treaders of the war-path, 

Who round these oonncU-fiics 
Now gather on the battle eve 

As pntliered oft your sires — 
Ho! ail whose hands have lifted 

The banner-spears of states, 
And board the war-danco circling, while 

The foe was at the gates — 

All ye who stand with covered heads 

Before the higliest chief, 
And ne'er have stooped except to hdp 

A hapless brother's grief — 
All ye on whose high foreheads 

(More than diadem*s renown) 
The crimson cap of Liberlj 

Hath rested as a crown — 



I 



Digitized by Google 



Charles Graham Haipme, 307 



All ye who unto Ereedom 

Bear conse<'rnt('(l livo-j. 
Up I and aguiiibt this gulden lie 

Unsheathe your Tengeful kniyes. 
Up I and against this wretclied fraud 

Of proud and boastful wealth, 
bhuw that the good old Jackson blood 

Stall flows in raddj health. 

* 

Down with the spawn of venal trade— 

These sijuatters, make them start— 
Who hold in breast a mouev-bag 

Where true men hold a heai t. 
Send on your shouts to Washington, 

^^'ht•rp thp Great Father dwells, 
And let him hear from fearle-ss lips 

This tale which manhood tells. 

We tell these men who brag of gold 

That, though their gains were piled 
Higher than highest pvramid 

On which the sun hath smiled, 
There is not one of us would shake 

Their leprous hands to win 
The aggregate Rtock-plunder 

Of their boast and of their sin. 



HORACE GREELEY AS HEBOD. 



To cold obhvion fated ; 
Ben Wade now sleeps as sleep the just. 

And Bates has been abated. 
Above the early grave of Hanks 
The old Bay State is sighing, 
And Mate through philanthropic ranks 
In fl^ car is flying. ^ / 

The 'Keystone over Camaotfs grave 

Sends up a wailing clangor ; 
Kentucky Clay, the wild and brave, 

Is dumb and white with anger; 
Ohio Chase is cold and stiff 

As pig on hook of grocer ; 
And dead as anv hippogriff, 

John C, of Mariposa. 



Seward has bit the bloody dust, 
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They lie all round — the killed and oold 

In frienilly weeping watered; 
The badly hurt, the dead, the sold, 

The massacred and slaughtered ; 
But still tliey all, with latest breath— 

The last light of life's taper — 
Charge Horace Greeley with their death. 

And cone his &tal paper. 

Meantime in coat of ancient white, 

And boots of dubious pattern, 
And breeches very short and slight, 

And necktie of the slatteni, ^ 
That mild but philosophic man 

Hears all his honors meekly, 
While thunders in the party-van 

His myriad-ntteranoed weekly. 

Jle talks of Abe — of honest Abe — 

That chief of Western Vandals— 
And, just as mother might her babe. 

His candidate he dandles. 
That sucking statesman mast be fed 

On p!ip tliat be has tasted, 
And not a thought in Abe s old head 

On other men be wasted. 

But still New York for Seward weeps. 

And never seems to weary, 
And one loud cry of anger sweeps 

From ^^ontank Point to Erie. 
"A bolt ! a bolt ! no Western craft 

Shall steal our Seward's thunder; 
Better to build nnotlicr craft, 

And let the ship go under. " 

In fact, our philanthrojtic friends 

Are ill a peck of trouble, 
And, ere recrimination ends, 

Cleati burst will be their bubble. 
Split into factions, soon will blaze * 

The flames that now are lambent — 
Toimg Sam a^ain liis head will raise. 

And Gerrit Smith grow rampant. 

But Horace smiles n placid smile — 

Serene, siiblime, victoriotis ; 
No shoots of wraui can stu* his bile— 

Bevenge— revenge is i^anous. 
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The man whom fHasdsliip Seward banned, 
Long service ill requiting, 

Wm pot at length the upper hand 
i^y steady, ceaseless lighting. 

Long life to all our gallant sons 

Who light to hold their own, 
And fame to him who, slighted once, 

His power at IcDgth hath shown — 
Who stays at watch through weary jears^ 

Giving no cry or frown. 
Then sudden on the stage appears, 

And strikes his wronger down. 

May Ilonue Greeley's fame expand — 
The way his wrongs were righted — 

And may the moral sweep oar land, 
In every home recited, 

Until the old white hat and coat 
Become in eons and story 

Themes ringing in the minstrel's throat- 
Parts of a h^'s glory. 



THE BALLAD OF LORD LOYELL. 
A Msw snmair, mm soxe wt laa omxs m tarn watm vsPAaTMnm 

Manse Lovell jumped into an avenue car, 

With his seven-sh(K)ting pistol jumped he — 
" Now I'm otf," he exclaimed, '* to take part in the war, 
And HI fight on. the side of Dix-ee, 

Ke-ee^ 

And I'll fight on the side of Dix-ee/* 



Oh, where are you g^vine." John A. Kennedy said. 

Oh, where are you gwine," said he ; 
For yon know yon late swoto by your honor and head 
To nave nothing to do with Dix-ee, 

Ee-ee, 

Bui to live in New York peaceablee.'* 

My parole I dou't rally, " Manse Lovell replied, 
" Not a cuss — ^not a rush," said he ; 
"Bnt as soon as I'm down on die Sonthering side, 
Ton shall see, sir, what then yon shall see. 

See^scc, 

Ton shall hear, sfar, and often, team me. 
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My salai7*B drawn to the very last day — 

I've spoiled the Egyptians." soz he; 
"And now I make ofl" with my plunder and pay 
To enlist on the side of Jeff I)., 

Dee-dee, 

And before me * Abe's minions' sball flee." 

IVom the bold Street Department there rises a wail— 

All (lie clerks there are sad as can Vie ; 
And they ask, " Do you think ( apiaiu Smith too will fail 
To return from his borne in Dix-ee, 

Ee-ee, 

To return from his home in Dix-ee." 

Gus Purdy, and Ryer, and O'Brien have " the blueS|'* 

Johnny liichard^a's sad as can he ; 
But old Jonathan Trotter says, " Bully good news ; 

God prosper the cause of Dix-ee, 

Ee-ee, 

And send to the Sooth Vietoree.** 

Fernando looks on with a muscular gnn, 
And the aldermen smOe full of glee ; 

For they see a good chance to get Shepherd Knapp iOi 
if Gus ^^nuth stays away in Dix-ee, 

Ee-ee, 

If GttB Smith don't return from Dix-ee. 



Mr 8AMB0 OF THE KOM-HERAU&m 

Give me your hand, my Sambo, 
(^t)me to my heart, my Samln), 
Friend of ray soul, my Sambo, 

Great chief of the Nix-kom-heraoe. 
Long are your heels, my Sniiibn, 
Crisp is your wool, my ISamho, 
Fragrant and tidi is your odor, 

Oh diief of the Nix-kom>heraaa. 

* • 

Tnist not Fted Dongkas, my Sambo^ 

Trust not to Greeley, my Sambo, 
Trust not Ward Beecher or Tihon, 

Great chief of the Nix-kom-heraus ; 
But trust your own Ra\Tnond. my Sambo» 
WTio'll never desert you, my Sntnhn, 
While you're good for a vote or u dollar. 

Oh chief of the Nix-kom-heraos. 
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You shall marry us white folk, my Sambo, 

We'll niarrv you Mack folk, my 8ambo, 

You shall eat with us, vote with us, sleep with us, 

Great chief of the Nix-kom-heraiia ; 
Aiul tlic whites of the South, my Sambo, 
Shall have nary a right, my Snmbo, 
W liich a 2sig shall be buund to respect, if 

JNot pleasing the NIx-kom-heniiis. 



SAMBO A BAB EGG. 

You're a bad investment, niy Sambo, 
You're nice, but don't pay, my Sambo, 
And so you may j^o to the — hot ]>lace 

Betitting each Xix-kom-heraus. 
Yoar gitin h nigrific, my Sambo, 
Antl your heels they are long, my Sambo« 
And your woo\ has a horrible odor, 

Ami your shin-lH)nes are Nix-kom-herauii. 

Get back to your kennel, my Sambo, 
There grovel and rot, my Sambo, 
Take off your blue coat and equipments, 

For the war was all Nix-kom-heranS. 
You had Jiothing to light fur, my Sambo, 
And you gallantly won it, my S^ambo, 
With your blood and your labors you won it- 
Enjoy now your Xix-kom-heraus. 

You may work for tis white folk, my Sambo, 
Black bouts aud shake carpets, my Sambo, 
Steal chickens and do some whitewashing 

When our kitchens are Nix-kom-heraas ; 
But you can not vote with us, my Sambo, 
You had nothing to fight for, my Sambo, 
In the war, and you gallantipr won it — 

Uip! hip*! for the Nix-kom-heraus. 



THE BOARD OF CONTROL PROGRAMME. 

Abolish the mayor^ and abolish the Boards 
Of Altlermen, Councilnien. Supenisors ; , 

For our city and county have tempting hoards, 
And AlMoy's teeth are sharp indaors. 
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Abolish all powers that are not of oar Chnrdi ; 

There are no honest men that arc not in our party ; 
And both Weed and the Wigwam we ll leave in the lurch, 
<« Flayed' oot**jast as dean as a hand at ecait^ 

.This, now, ia the programme devised by the sdnto 

Who fight under WahloV inunaculate banner ; 
And if true be the picture that greiit artist paints, 
The millennium will come in this very brief manner. 

For the Ijuaid of Control will have plenary power 

To make good honest men of all rogues in our borders, 

And all vices nivl crimes will exjiire the snme hour 
That our city is placed under Alliany orders. 

For of all pious towns — not excepting Sing Sing — 
We all know that Albany's far the most jiious, 

And that "lobby corruption" or " schemes of the Ring^ 
Must vamose right away when 8aiut Fenton is by lis. 

So hip, hip, and hurra for the Board of Control ! 

The earth is the Lord's and its fmits for his i)eqpie; 
We shall purify Gotham with Albany's soul, 

And whoever objects— let him awing fnmi the steeple. 

To Saint Waldo we bend — to King Greeley we bow, 
Who to al)S(jlute rule in this bill will have risen ; 

For their iioard of Control is — I solemnly swow — 
The biggest darned thing ever seen oat of prison. 

That we need great reforms in our corporate life, 

Tliese columns of ours have been faithfcd recorders; 
But this wliolesale hack-slashing with Albany's knife 
la juist killing the patient to cure his disorders. 



LTRIC8 OF ALBANT." 
urxosT soMKWBiBK— wnm la nf 



Unhappiest of all mortal men, 

We pity Glenn, we pity Glenn, 
For fast he lies in the lion's den, 
With a hundred and thirty injured men 

All cryhig ahmd for the* blciod of Glenn. 

•The courage of a thousand men 

Slione bright in Glenn, shone bright in Glenn, 
When, bearding the animals in their den. 
He first with tongne, and then with pen, 

Gave ont his indielment, and signed it Glenn. 
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But, alas! a derision to gods and men 

llath grown poor Glenn — ntir piteous Glenn! 
He is sliunnod as are Eastern lepers wheu 
Their leprosy is thick ; and then 

How they worry and madden the eool of Glenn ! 

But this point is strange, and a thing for men 

To ponder about in regard to Glenn ; 
For he swenrs " 'tis seven score of leprous men 
Who are driving out one untainted, when 
Our Alb^ Others shall banish Glenn." 

Now who are the lepers ? the beasts in their den, 
Or only poor Glenn-^-or only Glenn ? 

Have we found seven score of leprous men ? 
Or is there but one, to whose tainted ken 
AU others appear as diseased as Glenn? 

Dfdavan House^ Albany, April 9, 1866. 



COKI ORATION COUHSBiL CHARGERS (THEY CHARGE 
HIGH) OK THEIR METTLE. 

** Next heat !" the circus-master cried ; 

The Ifctyoraliy-men rode out ; 
"While trooping from the other side ^ 

Dashed in a second rout. 
**The CoijHnratkni Counselship, 

What knight the prize can win?" 
And eagerly, with trip and slip, 

The candidates rode in. 

Came " Glorious Dick" most glorious, 

Exalted, true, and wise ; 
And Tom C. Fields uproarious 

To win and wear the prize. 
Elijah Ward on tiptoe stood, 

And seemed his way to grope. 
While George G. Barnard's marriage mood 

Was full of joy and hope. 

Came BiiinTiridge Smith, who means to hatch 

This egg beneath his wing ; 
Came Sam J. Tllden, sure to catch 

Whatever the fiites may fling. 
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C ame >[alooltn CAmpbell, hot in view 

(){ all the chances round ; 
Aad ex-Kecorder Frank TiUoii, 

On high" acbierements bcmnd. 



Came Tomlinson of lofty claims, 

A bright and shining ember; 
And Soaiul-so Morange — whose names 

"We really can't remember. 
Ceme Greene ( '. Hronson, he whose son 

Augustus Schell hath spared ; 
And John E. Develin, on a roan, 

Which kicked, and pranced, and reared. 

Their riding was not of the best, 
Their horses were not Arabs, 

And all, with lances couched in rest, 
Looked fierce and wild as Canbs. 

Th^ seemed a grim and ghastly crew, 
Each pledged to he victorions, 

While all kept steadily in view 
The dripping si al]) ui " Glorious." 

80 with clatter, dust, and jingle, 
O'er the sawdust and the tan, 
jMnmited double, riding single, 

Went this legal caravan, 
In cotton tights and spangles, 
- Much Hke scarecrows on the wing, 
And with bells around their ankles 
Which Torn Carroll strove to ring. 



MAYORALTY NAGS AND RIDEKS. 

With a jingle, jingle, jingle, 

O'er the sawdust and the tan. 
Mounted double, riding single. 

Comes the Wigwam canivan — 
In cotton tights and s]>angle8. 
Their buskins duly chalked. 

And with bells aroniul tlicir ankles, 
in they cantered, rode, and walked. 

"Prize one," which Pantaloon brought fortti, 

Was labeled " C:ity Mayor"— 
A gaudy thing of little worth — 

A gilded pewter chair ; 
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The cushion stuffed with nettles, 
The back all rough witli spikes — 
Now, horsemen, to your mettles !" 
Out cantered the three Ikes. 

Ike Fowler, brown and burly, 

On a stallion trotted ont ; 
li^aac Townsend, grim and snrij. 

In a sudden tit of gout ; 
Ike Bell, who best of all sncceeds 

In coloring meerschaum cliiy — 
All these dushed ont on bitted steeds^ 

Impatient tor the fray. 

Came Father Kennedy along. 

His scalping-knife was keen; 
Came John li. Briggs, serene and strong, 

With brave and courtly mien. 
Came John Kerr, witli a bottle 

Of gcKxl ale beneath his arm ; 
And Whitlock (Hen), whose throttle 

F'rom good ale ne'er sutl'ered harm. 

Came Wilson Hunt, rofonncr fine; 
Came Tiemann — room tor Dan ; 

And Father David Valentine 
Kept pricking to the van. 

(^e true and tried Judge Ingroham, 
Oar bench's pride and boast ; 

Came Gnnther, happy as u clam- 
By Teutons talked of most. 

( nmc Koyal Pheljjs, with royal "cheek;" 

James Lee, true, frank, and plain ; 
Came Charley Secor, who may seek 

Dan Tiemann's place in vain ; 
Came Hiivcmeycr, w ho has mire mOttS^ 

For any city jiickle ; 
And, last of all, broad, red, and bluff, 

Oar old Mend, Andie Mickle. 

And with jingle, jingle, jingle. 

O'er the sawdust and the tan, 
Mounted double, riding single, 

Passed the Mayoral^ caravan, 
In cotton tights and spangles. 

Their buskins duly chalked, 
And with bells around their axikles, 

Which kept tinkling as thegr walked. 
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And after James ^lahoney 

Gallops William A. TTirnure 
On a stout New-England pony — 

Not so fast, Init A ery snre. 
Patrick Henry follow s after, 

With a name to win applause ; 
While Tom B. Tappan's Luighter 

Aiisiies gaylj for his caiue. 

Ed Donnelly, since he Ailed to moor 

His fortune at Sing Sing. 
Tliinks govennng our tity poor 

W ould be the next l>est thing. 
Dan Norris gr('\\s defiant 

In the safeuess of hxa schemes ; 
While Blardn Lntfaer Bnrant 

Is called ** Governor" m his dreams. 

But of all the straw and real men, 

Including Simeon Meyer, 
WJio fiercely to be one of Ten 

Doth labm' and aspire — 
Overlooking all precedinq- names. 

Commend us at a pinch 
To onr own beloved, immortal James^ 

The namesake of Judfse Lynch. 

So with Democratic jingle, 

O'er the plow eil and beaten tan. 
Mounted double, riding liingle, 

Sweeps the Almshonse caravan ; 
Through hoops of colored paper 

Each one jumjis on riding out, . 
.And at each more lofty caper 

The applauding audience shoot. 



A SQUADRON OF MOUNTED SAILORS— THE MARINE 

COURT. 

"Now clenr the rint,' for other boats** — 

The ostlers change the scenes ; 
And, heralded with laughing shouts, 

Ride in the horse marines. 
" Marine Court Judgeship" — oome and see 

The Inguns who pursue 
Pool Albert Thompson ("with a ji'O, 

And seek to pat him throni^. 



J 



Digitized by Google 



• 

« 

* 

Charles Graham Haljgine, 




Hero's Wally Cone, with Frenchy phis 

And lont' Zoiisive mustache : 
Tlie Sunday Times his charger is — 

He makes it feel tlie lash. 
Comes Winthrop rhanlcr dashing throng 

A guod and giUlant cluinmut, 
And Mr. B. C. Dowiung, who 

Believes in "prompt cash payment.** 




* 

Conies Bob E. Livingston, half dead 

Comes Charley bhea, whose pleosaut bead 

Is full of joke and banter. 
John Antlerson — no cousin he 

To Solace .John, my joe ;" 
And old Dan Clarke, whose policy 
* Is still to rail and blow. 


< 


Comes Kichard Winne, who would wio 

If worth wero most renMrded. ' 
And poor Tom Pearso?i, u^io ^ipears 

Among the long discarded. 
On comes MKJr^or — Johnny D.— 

Astride a brace of ponies, 
And Art Delaney nioiintcd on 

Two asses — his dour cronies. 


■ 


Cardoza dozes on his mule^ 

Dirk (^Ijirk wrnw* thn. fl.nd nnlAr 

While nine parts of a decent hope 
Are left for Dan B.Taylor. 

Tb a sight to make outsiders 
8plit &dr sides with fan and spleen, 

For ne'er were seen such riders 
As this troop of horse marines. 




So rontid the column passes 

O'er the sawdust and the tau, 
On their piebalds and thdr asses, 

Kach one striving for the van ; 
On their mules, giraffes, and geldings, 

Trot and prance these riders bold. 
And their spangles, tights, and l)eltingB 

Are most '*gorgeoas to behokL" 

• 
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MAGiaFIC£NT SUPiiEME COURT EVOLUTIONS. 

A louder bell Imth tinkled, 

These horsemen stand idoof, 
While the ring is raked and sprinkled 

To record uiiew each hoof, 
"Supreme Court .Iiulj;eshij>" is the ciy, 

And, eautering trum tlie stable, 
On fiMW black eharigers, stepping Ugb,* 

Come athletes proud and able! 

Judge BooseTelt leads the .squadron"- 

From tlic fip;ht he does not flinch; 
He never made a bad run, 

AimI is ** game"* in every inch. * 
John E. Burrill rides behind him, 

With liis tonmliawk on edge, 
Bat Leona>d*s lance will find Mitt— 

William H. bath made the pledge. 

Ambrose Finney is the fourth man 

Of this more than ronmion gCOOp} 
But Hoosevelt, riding in the van. 

May distance yet the troop. 
He has bottom and good breedinj^ 

But if fall and fade he must, 
The blow that lays him bleeding 

W\VL be t^nard*s knightly tfanut 

Tinkle, tinkle, jingle, jingle, 

O'er the sawdust and tlie tan, 
With no comiiinii lu'rd to mingle 

Deign this su-[jremo caravan. 
Th^ Bomersanlt and straddle, 

Firouettc, and Imp, and fling, 
Then, with one foot on the saddle. 

Each man bows and quits the ring. 



BILL OF A:NOiUEU WEEK'S EXHIBITION. 

Thus the entertainment doses 

For at least the present week ; 
Let the candidates count noses, 

And survey extents of cheek. 
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Immediately or sooner, 

When convenience prompts the same, 
Our lyrical harpooner 

Wul gQ round for other game. 

•For senators, assembly-men, 

AnU other stich small deer. 
For all the tribe who now and then 
. Turn up to tempt his spear — 
For the big fish and the little fish, 

The minnows and the whales — 
The fish with ver^ scaly rides, 

Atid the fish with golden tails ; 

For horny beftsts, which much abound, 

For birds of chanpn^j wing, 
Kach tenant of our hunting-ground, 

Each qnaifer of the spriii^; 
For squatter game (to mnko it pack 

Immediately or sooner) 
We mean to send upon the tnA 

Our lyrical harfiponer. 



CATTLE OF TllK BOx\KD OF .sU1'P:RVIS0RS— GBAND 
FANCY DANCE AND M.VSQUE. 

Clear the ring for Supervisors I 

The candidates are few, 
And hoard their hopes as misci 

Hoard their gains from conuuon view. 
They are masked and thickly painted, 

Quaintly dressed in odd attire. 
But with some we are acquainted. 

And the rest — wc may incjiiire. 

Him witli cloak of puq)le border, 

James B. Kicholson, we guess ; 
Douglas Taylor, next in order, 

Wears the sachem's Indian diess; 
Bob H. Ellis is no slatteni 

In the tights which fit him well; 
And that dress of Chinese pattern 

Must hide Charley C. Cornell. 

By the Lord ! there goes Tom Adams 
On his milk-white steed ; he's some ; 

Pay attention, girls and madams, 
Boys and men, pay heed to Tom. 
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Nut a bolder rider prances 
In tiie Democratic rii^; 

Not a truer man advances 
For the bouquets which je fling. 



MUSTERING OF THE CLANS. 
I. 

Call out the city regiments, every chieftain and liis clan ; 
Fluee the sinewy First Warders, with Pat Cnny in the Tan ; 
Let Miner lend the Sa]»i)ers of the Second's bold brigade, 
While McCarthy's ensign o'er the Third Artillery is displayed ; 
The Fonrth wiU oome with filb and drum, the TeimnPivBer leading. 
All fends Ibsgot, and but one thon^t — the dn^ of succeeding. 

II. 

The Fifth Zouaves, with Savage, come with eager ppTing andboond, 

Swart veterans of many fights, and ever faithful found ; 

The Sixth has archers grim and stanch, and numerous as the sea — 

Democ riu v's knight-errants. never known to halt or flee; 

Tlip Sevcntli is hoKl. ninl well iiia\ ln>M its place among the best, 

When the gallant iiynders cuuches liis deadly lance in rest. 

in. 

Comes on the Eighth, an Indian tribe, with Delavan commanding ; 

Bi^est of all big Indians, his martial breast ex])anding ; 

And marclies steadily the Ninth, a batterv- masked and mortal. 

With Kennedy to open lire on every hostile portal. 

Wltfi stirring times the Tenth Dragoons, led by the War Hone, enter; 

The Eleventh iqn>^ar8— its grenadiers, with EdUij, Ibnn the cMitre. 

And next to these, witli hiij^le-lilow and c^Tnbals pealing glorious, 
Led on by Vance, the i weUth advance, resistless and victorious ; 
The Thirteenth Yoltigenrs file in with Mitchell, prompt for action, 
Kesolvcd to conquer open foes, and quell each private faction, 
A roar of drums — tlie Fourteenth comes, a sea of plumes and sabres: 
fill hi£^ and toast this noUe host; witli than John Kelly labors. 

V. 

Witii flashing helmetsr, golden belts, and swords of glittering Instre, 

The Chasseurs of the gny Fifteenth around Ike Fowler cluster. 
Hart leads the Sixteenth Kiflemen, most dangerous under cover ; 
In all bush-fighting skinnishes these braTes are bound to suffer. 
\'^th ringing spurs, and shout which stin onr blood, the Seventeentii 

rallies ; 

Now Chanler leads, now Smith succeeds as champion of its sallies. 



X 
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Room for tlio Kip:litconth chivalry ! Ed Co()j)cr rides along, 
While lierce and last us winter waves lii.s men l>ehiud him throng. 
Room for the Nineteenth Legion, with Ilerrick at its head. 
Four lieutenant colonels fighting to he colonels in his stead. 
The Twentieth Ward in sweet accord lifts up its oriflamme, 
With Nebon J., the lioo-lord, and Peter B.,4he buuK 

m 

The Twenty-first is never cursed with envy's base appeal ; 
There Froment leads his infantrv — a wall of fire and steel. 
The Twenty-second, u border Ward, to border feuds a prey, 
Hath draped its flags in mooniing for the young man passed away ; 
Tlound William Henry's early tomb each weeping chieftain stamls — 
The judge. Ward, liick, and Pete, and tielk across his grave stiike 
hands. 

Then, brothers, rally round the flag, the old-time faith renew ; 
March all, and march together, soldiers tried and ever true ; 
Fall in and take your i)lat es, call the roll and let us hear 
Who are for us, who against us, in the strife that draws anear. 
Our ship of stjite will ride elate, in Union's harbor am hored, 
And future days will live to praise the peace New York iiath con- 
quered. 

HOFFNCAN, DEAR. 

Modia, Hofltean, dear, the thing looks qnew— 

The machine doesn't run to ordher ; 
Axi\ despite the King's views, we're not willin' to lose 

Your sar>'ices as Kecordher. 
Tis a bully ould place, which we think yon grace, 

Arrayed in tlic j edge's armine ; 
An' 'twould make us de.spair if wc saw you med mayor 

As the tool of the Lobby-Ring vannin. 
An* so, John T., we'll let you be, 

Till your terrum expires, the Kecordher ; 
An' when played is that game, we'll examine your claim 

To another posish" in Its orcHier. 

BIG THING HOFF. HAS HAD. 

Thirty thousand a year you've been makin' clear 
For more years than we care to reckon ; 

An* to warn yon back from the mayoral^ thradc, 
AU the fiijiWB o* friendship beckon. 

21 '02 
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"Don't go iuto it, IIofF, or your head goes off — 
Don't be fooled by tlie King to do it/' 

Is the crj' o' your friends, wid no ^ieltish endSi 
" Or but once, an for hfe you 11 rue it. 

An' should you, Hoff, at thi« waniiu scoff, 

Never blame the thrue men who lutve kiUed yw^ 

For you'll soon be fomxl to a ]><m-dher pn*ound, 
Just tib fine Ujj it iiccker luid iiuUed you. ' 


• 


CAN .YNY ONE FIND US A SPEAKER? 




BY OrB OtTT FOICK. 




^ Say, have we a Bourbon among us? 

Who struck JJilly Patterson — say? 
These queries, \\ hicli formerly stung us, 

Are passing like moonshine away. 
Us noffT — our hope becomes weaker 

From hearing it evening and mom- 
Can any one find us a Speaker ? 

And where was ** the tailoi^s son" bom ? 




God knows that of talk they have plenty, 

But never a Speaker is there; 
At ^V!l!^hiIlgtnn, candidates twenty 

Tuck up their eoat-taib for " the cluiir." 
There is Banks, foil of beans and benignity, 

But another is Fuller, we feel ; 
While Richardson stands on his dignity, 

And Wheeler keejis watching the wheel. 


1 


At xMbaiiy tilings are no better — 

*' Young Sam" holds his own at the gaUM^ 
Though Prince John hits indited n letter 

To prove Hard and Soft are— the same. 
A dozen, like Barkis, " are willin' " 

To take the responsible toil, 
While Seward and his " little villain" 

With sharp sticks are after the spoil. 




By just such another queer caper 

The Almshouse directors are floored — 
There is Oliver, Smith, and Sim Draper, 

Who wish to "preside " at the Bosprd. 
Let ns deputize Branch as a sedcer. 

Let hiui mount on his crocodile steed, 
And search through the world for a Speaker 

To help us along in our need. 

• 
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Yes, Branch is the hope that we stand on, 

Tis he that has proved of ' ' our chief" 
That the brand on his cradle was Brandon^ 

Despite his good mother's belief." 
If Branch will not act as oar seelcer— 

If he will not answer onr prayer — 
We may give up all hope of a Speaker, 

And— write a complaint to the mayor. 

The mayor — who, of course, feels his hosses 
(They kill abmit thirty a day. 

Which accounts for the cheapness of sausage)— 7 
Complains of the stones of Broadway. 

Bj^t all questions grow fainter and weakei , 
And the public ignore them with scorn, 

While fhpy ask. Can you find us a Speaker? 
Ami Nvlioie was the tailor's son born? 

Is there no spirit-rapper can tell us 

Where " speakers*' are now to be fouid? 
A curse on tlie chance that misfell us, 

p'or " spenkers" used once to abomuU 
Let us pick out a sensible talker," 

For hnainesB is pressing ns hard, 
And the Central American Walker 

Has played Tarker J^'rench his trump card. 

Of England— whose envoys have tramped Oil 

Our rights as a neutral — we ask 
^at her crimp-sergeants Mathew and Crampton 

Be quickly recalled from their task. 
And Denmark — we'll soon make her meeker — 

Her claim for " Sound Dues"' is unsound : 
If you only will find m a Si)eaker, 
' By the Lord! we can whip them all round. 

Branch swears on his family Bible 

Tliar the chief" is a Cockney and bore; 
Poor Briggs is arrested for libel, 

And horses are killed by the sooto; 
. Nicaragua Walker (related 

To *' Hookw") calls on us in vain, 
And, thoa^ England is knidly berated, 

Her eriminal envoys- remain. • 



Our bliss then would reach the sublime ; 
We will bumper him round in a beaker, 
And wish him a jolly good time. 
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**A Speaker at Washington needed** — 
Advertise, for that i^* the mrnle : 

Oh say, shall our prayer be unheeded — • 
Old h088, **will aoltpefcre exploder 



PSALlfS OF IMPEACHMENT. 
OAnnou XL—Aaoomut»9 to im nononr 1111.18, 

Ab-z «JteiMMtt» omiJSMMUiofc** 

"Pot it through at railroad speed," 

Bottled T?utler fiercely cries : 
"ior unless we haste, 1 fear indeed 

Onr laree of trial dies. 
Bring the ropes and tie him tight. 

Bind his feet and g;\<r, his month, 
Or we else nmy lose our sovereign right 

To rul) and role the South— 
May lose our job 
To rule and rob, 

Chain, whip, and starve the SouUl 

Seize the country by the throat, 
Force the black dose through its lips, 

For, unless \^ e cast the negro vote. 

Away our sceptre slips. 
Every bridge behind is gone, 
No retreat for 11 s rcinains ; 
We niMsf cirhor perisli one l)y one, 
■ Or bind the laud in clminsj 
A desperate baadi, 
Forlorn we stand, 
And no retreat remains, 

*' As to Johnson, who liath been 

Ao "obstruction" in our path, 
Let him taste the rapid guillotine 

Of Radicals in \\Tath. 
Fling aside restraints of law, 

At each oath and duty scoff. 
And if Chase to aid we can notdraWy 

Then drag his ermine off — 
Ay, quick indeed, 
*At railroad speed,' 

Well drag his ermine off. 
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" SiiK e the Soath is fiiirly floored. 

Men like ns may slion- their teeth ; 
Let the n^o wield a Haming sword, 

And cast awa^r the. sheath. 
Revolution is our end ; 

Throw disguise oft— give it mouth ; 
And our hayonct-rulc shall soon extend 

O'er North as well as Soath— 
Bliu k swords and votes 
At white men's throats 

In North as well as Soath. 

Is it tmc that through the mur, 
Of all rehels — ^meanest, worst — 

Were the hlack men we were fighting for, 

To ^reak their clmins accurst ? 
In no rebel state^ey rose 

To assist us in the fray, 
While they labored hard to feed our foes. 
And give them arms and pay ; 

But now, nluck ! 

We need the Mack 
To prop our tottering sway. 

*'So let black ex-rebels reign 

O'er their white ex-rebel lords, 
For without them all our plots an vftfa— 

Without tlieir vofe^ niid swords; 
But with Johnson stricken down, 

The Supreme Conrt bound in dmina, 
Oh, we Jacobins shall wear the erown 

While breath of life remains — 
Ay, role the land 
With Marat's hand 

While breath of life remains. 

** So on with railroad speed," 

The savage Butler cries : 
**For, unless we haste, I fe^ir indeed 

Our farce of trial dUes. 
Bring the rojK's and «iiierioh the light, 

Bind his hands and gag his mouth, 
For if Johnson wins, we lose the li^t 

To rob and rule the South — 
Yea, lose our job 
. To rule and rob 

Both North as well as Sooth.*' 
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B0TTL9D BUTLBB*8 SCREECHING DinSACHmO 8FBBCH. 

With a voire in which mingle?; a hiss as of asps, 
With tlic squeal of a ])ig. and the grating of rasps, 
And the drone of a bagpipe, the bottled one gasps, 

And Bplutters, and raves of impeachment. 
He chaises all crimes, frcmi the highest e'er known, 
To the lowest and meanest — as mean as his own 
(And on crimes Bottled Bm as an ocperfc is known)— 

Against Johnson when urging impeachmmt. 

But of all ''bogus babies/' unlH)n(Hl and ungriBtled, 
And of all merrv tunes by " the dying cow whistled,** 
And of all the vile tizzies tlmt ever were tizzled, 

Comniond ns to Bntler's impeachment. 
Such a weed-cro)) of Radical nightshade and ?rnu]l, 
Of political stinkwccd and partisan froth, 
No moww hath mowed in a single wide swath 

As Ben Butler when urging impeachment. 



MILES BUN8 K)E B£GISTER 

Say, here ! How is it, misther — 

Are you for the Boy or no? 
For he's bound to be iie-gisther, 

Let the wind blow hi^ or low. 
All the German.s an' the Irish here 

For him have dbrawn the skean, 
XVirYon Halpine truib swd lager bier. 

And Sfiles he wears the grem.*' 

All the Germans, etc. 

He's " too young ?" Your granny's sisther! 

X tell yoa 'dsn't so ; 
An* he's bound to be Ee-gisthcr, 

Let the wind blow high or low. 
All the Celtic and the Teuton vote 

Are friends of his, 1 ween, 
For Von Halpine schpdist nUt pretsel brodt. 

And Miles on mild poteen. 

All the Celtic, etc 

Oh, the Wigwnm Avants a glysther 

For to purge away her ills, 
So well make him our Be-gisther, 

An' he'll bate even Badway's pOIs. 
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All tlic girls arc for him ; this is how 
That wondher came to pass — 

Von Holpine liebt ein blond-e frau, 
And Miles aa Irish lass. 

All the girls, etc. 




May my tongiic l>e all a hlisther 

If I tell a lie to yuu, 
Foi* ha's hound to da 'Rfi-oifithm* 

And we all must put him througfa. 
Oh, he suits the men of eveiy raoe. 

This gossoon undefiled — 
Von Ilalpine schpeist mit Schweitzor kfittK) 

Au' the Boy on p'ratie< hiled. 

Oh. hci suits, etc 


• 


So here's to Hans von llalpine, 
And to Miles who wean the green ; 

Fill your can and dhrink it all, man. 
Or in Rhine wein or poteen ; 

For Miles he fit mit Sigel, 

And mit Asboth trinks poteen ; 

Ant] vfMi PilTi'f' finfl TTiilriiTio'Q pniifil 

, For * ' a-wearing of the green. " 

For Miles, etc. 




A EBAGMENT.** 




Oh, more than tongne hath power to speak. 

Or my hand the .skill to pen it, 
I long, i bum, I strive, I seek 

Promotion to the Senate. 
For this Lord Thurlow hath my praise, 

For this I let him mn my paper, 
For this I work through weary days, 

And waste the midnight taper. 

• 




M0BT017 MUST GO. 




The mayor at last has fiDiind a way 

To get out Morton ; this his pUm : 
With a new Directory, thev say. 
He will cmnmenoe at the letter A, 
Proceed in regular coui-se to Z, 
Skipping one M. by the rule of three ; 
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And, should the new Directoiy fiul. 

An army-list he will next assail; 

Then get u navy-book, and try 

l^^^ich "salt"' that is laid up high and diy, 

Until at last the opposiiij^ iMiiird, 
From weariness no longer able 
To lay the new names on the taUe^ 

Owns itself bored and fairly floored. 
And ''lets him spin his man*'* 



TO JUDGE M'CUNN." 

[Ye poet complimenteth his hero on belligerent pareutage.3 
M'Cunn, M'Cunn, you son of a gun, 
Toall be the death of as ere you've done ; 
At honest old Abe yon first poked fan, 
And now with M'Clellan you've just begun, 
While high up promotion's high ladder yon run. 
My sweet-Bcented beauty, 

M'CuiuiyM'CaiiiL 

[He entreateth him, for reasons asdgned, to be less 

M'Cuiiu, M'Cunn, will you ever have done^ 

Or is it but now that you've just begun ? 

Here we lani^h till the tears down our noees run, 

^V^lile at -ol lier and saf;e you kecj) poking your fan, 
Yott charming young creature — you wonderful one, 
My bright, gushing hero, 

M'Cunn, M^Cunn. 

[Yc poet paycth due homage to ye splendor of his heroes appeannoe.] 

. M'Cunn, M'Cunn, you're enough to stun — 
You're a sight for all nenou< nM ladies to shim. 
While, Hashing and dancing beneath the sun, 
dear down to your elbows yonr epaulettes nm, 
Each spire of the bullion alive with the fim 
Of its wonderful wearer, 

M'Cunn, M'Cunn. 

M'Cunn, M*Cunn, you'd better have done, 
Or an end will be put to yonr rollicking fun ; 

The romances you tell are enough to stun, 
As roinid from hotel to hotel you run ; 
Nor clotw every one see that you're only in fun, 
My young caucus hero, 

M'Cunn, M'Cunn. 
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GENERAL HALLECK. 

" Who raised tlie price of pork and mutton-pies? 
Who filled our butt-hei -sh(i]»- with large blueflios?'* 
Quick our Committee on tlie War replies, 

"TVas Halledr." 

*' Who should be blamed for Gotham's lilthy streets ? 
And for oar markets filled with poisonous meats?** 
Qoick answers thtte CoogreBsbnal Dead Beats, 

" Blame HaUeck." 

GASTRONOMIC. 

Dear Thiladelphia ! when I view 

Thy streets, and think of what thou art — 
Thy terrapin, in soap or stew — 

And learn that from thee I must part, 
I do protest against the deed 

With streaming eye and watering month. 
And swear it is no "knightly incod" 

That sends Meade wandering to the Sonth. 



TO MARY. 

Thou bounding river, 

I fly thy tranquil shore ; 
IVowwdl! Oh, never 

Shall I behold thee more. 
Ye rocks, ye woods that quiver 

To echo's pUuntive cry, 
IkreweU forever — 

We part, and part for aje. 

Thou shady grotto. 

In raptureji deep and true, 
When near to Mary, 

How quick the moments flsw. 
Thy dark retreat, all lonely, 

^Vllere raysteiy ever dwells, 
Was to me only 

FuU of delidioas qpeUs. 
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Days when we were glad. 

Ye fleet wwixy like dreailia>-~- 
Days wlieu we were sad, 

Oh, how long each seems ; 
Far from my own loved Maiy, 

Forever severed wide — 
Dark, daik and dreaiy. 

Time rolls its sudden tide. 

Oh valley, fairest. 

Dear valley of my youth— 
Oh Mary, dearest. 

Thee nave I loved in trnib. 
Ye rocks, ye woods that qtuver 

To echo's plaintive ciy, 
Earewell forevOT — 

We part, and part for aye. 



HOLLAND GIN. 

The braiuly hath a beaming htie, 

But no one knows what it is made of; 
Though red itself, it makes as " bine"— ' 

A thing the doctors are afraid of. 
Sweeter far the lioilaud gin, 

Whidi looks as clear as babbling water, 
Bnt yet turns out, w hen taken in, 
Ifttoacication's stibtlest dnu^'htcr. 
Oh, my darling Holland gin — 
My deadly-dnmken, radnoiiB Holknd^ - 
Brandy's hue 
Is bright to view, 
But strength is thine, my beaded Hollaikd. 

The pure French brandy woidd not hurt, 

But here with such foul trash they mix ifr-*> 
One h;tlf is vitriol, t'other dirt, 

And that's the toper's "ipse dixit." 
Oh, the Holland gin for me, 

So purely bright and so transparent. 
That even a drunken eye could see 
A dead fly or the slightest hair in*t. 
Yes, my sparkling Holland gin — 
My innocently-colored Holland— 
C lear to view 
As moOTtain dew 
Art thou, my most destmctive HoUaad. 
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Yet still in one point lioth combine 

To poison, sicken, and distract ua, 
So that it proires the same, in fine, 
If eiliher or if both attacked ns. 
Beggary, horror, falsehood, woe, 

To still more grievous crimes expanded, 
Aire now rtftaUed with every ** go*' 
Across the proggery counter handed. 
Ob, ray brandy, devil's blood ; 
And sin, paJe msfeer unto brandy ; 
Brnin and heart 
Alike depart 
1 rum him who worships gin or brandy. 



» 



I 
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Note 1, pago 26. 

A VERPER HYMN. 

This composition was found among tlie posthumous papers of the 
deceased. The circum£tances under which it was prepared were not 
known to his ftienda, and it had no title ; but its aenliments seemed 
peculiarly appropriate to the occasion of its ftnt pnblicationf which 
took phice immediatdy after the author's sudd^ti demise, and the title ' 
of VcsfKT Hymn wns then attached to it. Indorsed on it, however, 
was the following sentence, in the handwriting of General Halpine, 
"Dedicated to the lady at whose request these hasty lines were 
written, with the warmest and most gratefbl wishes of the author for 
her healdi and liappiness. C. G. H." 

• 

Note 2, page 2(5, 

ON RAI8ING A MONIJJIEXT TO THE IRISH LEGION. 

TIlis was the last poetical production of the pen of the author. 
Its title esqplains the occasion of its composition — ^the preparation of 
a suitable monnment to Irish valor displayed daring the war for the 
Union. 

Note 3, page 29. 

ATIBR THE BATH. 

The composition of this poem exonplified in a remarkable man-* 
ner the wonderful poetical fluency of the writer. II lad written 

the first two ven when in the country, and witli the exliihiration 
of behoUling the ])eautiful vision which he was depicting tVesli upon 
him ; he wrote the la^t verse at the Citizen office, late one ufteniooii 
snbsequently, and read it to the editor of this volume, saying it was 
either very good or veiy bad. The gentleman addressed ridiculed 
the closing sentences as absurdly and abniptly extravagant, and 
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made Ibn of the closing paragraph, until he feared his associate's 
feelings were a little hurt, although the latter usually took such af- 
fairs very good-hnmoredly. General Halpine handed tlie poem, 
which consisted of the hrst, secoud, aud hut verses only, to the com- 
positors, and left the effioe to -walk home. By the time he had 
reached Canal Street, however, he had become inspired, and, return- 
ing to the office, sat down, and in a few minutes wrote the four ad- 
ditional verses, making it on» of the most beantiful of his love son^ 
nets. 

Nou 4, page 80. 

TBB MAX OF THBEE8C0BB. 

A tnuulatlon fitmi the Frmich. . 

Note ii^ page 36. 
KT TOAST. 

This was written as a tribute to the grace and beauty of a charm- 
ing and fascinating niece of the editor of diis work, at whose home 

(leneral II:il]iine lind met her on two oeension^J, when he was much 
struck Avith her peculiar and unusyal style of heanty. The name, 
Lucie Ellice, was sufficiently altered to conceal the mdividuaiity of 
'the person addressed, without greatly changing the sound. The 
puUication of the piece in the Citizen led to the contribution of sev- 
eral others, tfome by the writer of this, and olhOTS by different per- 
sons, winding up unexpectedly with one from a new and imknown 
Lucie Ellice of the South, The .series caused a good deal of amuse- 
ment and excitement in literary circles at the time of its publication. 

NaU 6, page 40. 

TO RAYMOND ON HIS TRAVELS. 

A dinner was given nt Delmnnieo's to llenrj- J. Hnymond, the 
well-known editor of the New York Times, on tlie eve of his depart- 
ure for Europe. Many of the prominent editors and authors of the 
day were present, and countless good tilings were sud.' Charles A. 
Dana presided in thehapj^iest manner, and so many capital speeches 
were made that it was felr doslmlilr' t.> have some report made of tho 
meeting. This labor was jtUu ed upon llalpiiie s shoulders of course, 
aud he passed the residue of the night in writing out the account. 
Next morning he came into the room of the editor of this work and 
commenced reading 'the song, which he had put in tlic sliape of a 
serenade into the month of his hearer. He had eovered fifty pages 
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of foolscap, besides composing half a dozen verses of poetry, betwoen 
two o'clock at niglit and six in the morning. The report of the dia- 
ller can be found in the number of the Citizen of July iU, IbG?. 

Niiie 7, page 46. 

DELMONICO'S DRK AM. 

At a dinner given to General Slioridan by General Ilalpine, at 
Delmonieo's, the caterer had served trout at a time when, by the 
laws of nature and man, they were utterly out of season. The fibh 
were smt awajr from die table tDtoached, the breach of -law and 
good taste was strongly condemned by the public })ress, the mat- 
ter was taken up by the Sportsmen's Club, and ISIr. Delmonico was 
compelled to explain that they had been served without his knowl- 
edge, and dui'iug his absence from the city, and that such an occur- 
rause thonld not happen again. It was in the comse of the eontro- 
versy that this poem was written. 

Note 8, page 7^0. 

XS ACKOSTIC BIRTHDAY DFFKRINO. 

Addressed to iirs, James Gordon Bennett, u lady for whose beauty, 
talents, and nncommon intellectaal cnltiTalion €tonwal Halfdne had 
the deepest respect and admirattan. 

Note 0, page 51. 

JAMES GORDON BENXKTT, JR. 

hi commemoratioii of the oonn yacht race, that plucky contest in • 
which Mr. Bennett carried off the prise. 

Note 10, page 51. 

* THK KMCHt's AHDRESS, 

Written on the occasion of crowning a lady Queen of Beauty and 
Love at a tonmanient at whidi he was not present, the wwds of the 
• ode to the oontracy notwithstanding. 

Note 1 1 , page 57. * 

I'lULADELrHIA. 

Written at the time of the attempt in Philadelphia by the conser- 
vative leaders of the BepuUican pmrtj to form a mw party by a co- 
alition of loyal Southern War Democrats and moderate BepnbUcans. 
A lamentably unsnceessM efiort. 
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Note J 2, page G9. 

8TA1IPIHQ OUT. 

Hiere appeared in the London Times^ at die conunencement of 
tiie Fenian insurrection, a vindibtive and bloody suggestion to put ^ 
down the Fenian rising as the cattle plague had been arrested, that 
is, by stanijniif; it out, or destnning every animal jittixcked with the 
disease — a bloody and brutal proposition, unparalleled on the page 
(^histoiy. The article read as Ibllows, and die poem was a reply to 
it: "We mnst stamp oat the fires of this Fenian insurrection, and 
qnench its embers in the bkiod of the wretches who are its prcmofr- 
ers." 

Note 13, page 77. 
washikotoii'b bibthdat. 

These lines were written by General Ha]^ine as the poet of the 

day on the first annoal celebration of the inauguration of the Mili- 
tary Order of the legion, held in the Academy of ivrnsic. Pliiladel- 
phia, on the 22d day of February, 18GG. The meeting,' v, ;is^ jtre^ided 
over by Major General Cadwallader, and many of the most promi- 
nent officecs of the army were present. 

♦ 

Note 14. })Mge 83. 

MILES ON Tin; WHITE FAWN. 

A spectacular drama, exhibiting much of female charms onadom- 
ed, produced at Niblo's Garden, in New York City. 

Note I."), pairo 91. 

T-OAFING AS A KINK ART. 

Afldro«sed to the editor lioreof, niid eliciting a reply which was 
published iu a subsequent number ol ihe Citizen. 

Noti 1% page 109. 

SPECIAL ORDERS, A., NO. 1, 

This was written when tlie author was iidjntaiit general to Major 
General Hunter, and \n as published for distribution among the stall' 
officers. The young lady referred to was a great &vwite willi them, 
and expressed no die^easnre over Hie harmless pleasantry at die 
time ; bnt when it was afterward inserted in the colomns of the Citi- 
zen, her family took otten.se, and General Halpine expressed to the 
editor of this volume his intention of changing the name, aud thus 
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depriving the damsel of her only chance for immortality. As he for- 
got to rnrrv out this fell design, however, the piece is left as it was 
origuiaii^ >vritteu. 

Nau 17, page 111. 

PERSONAL. 

It is almost superfluoii- to say tliat this poem refers to the editor 
of this volume. The persons spoken ot are Matthew T. Rrcnnan, whb 
was city comptroller ; Orison Blunt, who voted himself a testimonial 
out of the people's money in ocnsideradon Ibr his pnblic serrioes; 
Nathaniel Sands, agent of the Citizen's Association, of which the 
writer was one of the foanders ; A. J. Hackley, who had a qoestion- 
able contract with the municipal government for street cleaning ; and 
F. I. A. Boole, who was city inspector, and spent a million in not 
cleaning the streets. Most of these gentlemen were supposed to 
have eanae to bear the '* Boj Bob** in lasting, but not ftiendly re- 
memhrance for his attein])ts, hy the aid of the Citizen's Association, 
to refonn the municipal govemment. 

18, page 11$. 

TO THE CHIEF JCSTICB. 

Addressed to Chief Justice Salmon P. Chase, when im^ng in 
the Senate over llie impeachment trial of President Andrew Johnson, 
at a time when everv' effort was being made by the Kepnbb'ran press 
to force a conviction as a party measure, and when it was feared that 
the accused would not have an impartial hearing. 

Note 19, page ill, 

TO FEVTON. 

The New York City tax levy had been passed by the T/e^^i';hitnre, 
and was awaiting the signature of Governor Fcnton, when this jocose 
effosion was written. Tliere was a rumor lihat the goremor would 
veto the measore, and leave the city without any government for the 

ensuing year, and with all the outstanding claims against it unpaid. 
The members of the Union T^eague Club liad recotnmended the gov- 
ernor to pursue this unusual and dangerous course, but he was finally 
convinced bv the humorous argument^ of MUm O'ReiUy, and signed 
thebilL 

n P 
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Note 20, page 120. 

ISDIFFKRENCE. 

On the manuscript of tliis piece was found, in the handwriting of 
General Ualpine, the expressive and appropriate wc»d Twaddle." 

i\W 21, i.ngo 180. 
OXE DEAD TIIIXC. 
John B. Haskin is a New York politRiun, and the song refers to a 
resolution complimentary to President Johnson, which he introduced 
into a DcoBiocratic Convention. 

Xotf 22. page l:'.0. 

MOTTO OF THE MA>s. 

There was indorsed on the revised manuscript of this poem, in the 
handwTiting of the deceased author, the words ^' Social and reflect- 
ive." 

Note 23, page 131. 

TIME. 

. Indorsed by the author *' Reflective." 

NoU 24, iMge 188L 

FIERY ELOQUENCE. 

Indorsed bjr the author Reflective : boyi8h<--a levised copy." 

Note 25, p9gp 18a. 

VAUOK XV BBAI.LACH. 

The author characterixes this as "Extnmely boyish.'* 

iVofe 26, page 134. 

HATBIUOMIAL COMFLACENCY. 

Indorsed "Feminine: boyish.** 

Note 27, page 13G. 

iniSH ASTRONOMY. 

Mannscript indorsed '^Boyish." 

Abte 28, page 187. 

TO A Fnn:xi>. • 
Indorsed Pathetic and philosophical." 
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iV'ofe 29, page 159. 

BARON KkNFREW'B BAIX. 

De^rriptive of a public ball given to the Prince of Wales, on his 
visit to this country, at the Academy of IVIiisic, in the city of New 
York. The ladies referred to are Mrs. bcuator Morgan and other 
leading bdhw of New Yofk todely. The reference to die Ineaking 
away of tlie floor applras to an actual occanrence— «n accident tliat 
fiMTtnnately resnlted in no injury to any one, and not even in any con- 
siderable interruption to the festivities. On the occasion referred to 
the benevolent Mr. Peter Cooper took special charge of the prince. 

29b<6 80, page 184. 

o'mAHOKT of the COMERAOH8. 

O'Mahonv, an intimate friend of the author, was the first Head 
Centre of the PY'uian organization ; hut factions subse(iuently broke 
out, accusations of neglect and maiteasance were brought against 
Mr. O'Mahony by his enemies, and a new wing of the party was 
formed imder Mr. Boberts. General Halpine had fbll eonfldenee in 
O'Mahony, in his good intentions and his entire sinceriQr, and wrote 
thi^ oiTusion at the time when tlic difficulties referred to WflTB rife, 
and as an expression of lus opinion. 

Nvtt 81, {Mge 207. 

Al>TBBnBBlCBllT BXTRAOROINART. 

Mr. Thurlow Weed, while returning from Washington to New 
York, had his jtocket picked in the curs. The various nlhisions are 
to the cveuts of the day in which he and others were, or were sup- 
posed to be, mixed up. Mr. Andrews was then surveyor of the port 
nnder Mr. Weed's reoommendati(m ; Mr. Greeley, it was supposed, 
would like a place in the Cabinet ; Henry J. Raymond preferred a 
foreign mission, as did also yix. James Gordon Bennett, or, at least, 
such \\ ere the suspicions of the ]>uhlic. The Cummings referred to 
was Mr* Alexander CuiAmings, then proprietor of the World, which 
at that time was a pioos Bepnblican nevv spuper. 

Note 32, page 216. 

BREVET RANK. 

This refers to Lafayette C. Baker, Stanton's wretched tool and 
spy, at the time it was proposed to brevet him brigadier general for 
Us infemouB) albeitt where honestly perfetmed, Beeessaiy aervioes— 
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services which civilized natiooB scarcelj dass frith bravery in the 
field of battle, and usually pay foe in so mnch hard monev. Fortu- 
nately the eftort to oonvert a spy, who was not popularly regarded 
as peculiarly scrupulous, into a hero, fiuled. 

Note 88, page 282. 

THE DIFFEBENCX. 

There was an unfounded report circnlated through the press, at 
about the time these lines were written, to the effect that General 
James Lane, of Kansas, had committed suicide. The beauty of this 
piece consists in its truth. 

Note 34, page 282. 
i fcomiton's black brigade. 
This was written while the author was closely allied to Stephen A. 
Douglas politically, and refers to the Democratic Conveutiou which 
met at Charleston, and wbitth was a^|oamed to BaltiiiKwe in eonsft- 
qnenoe of the violence of the Southern leaders, who were then initi- 
ating their movements tow ard eeceseloii-Hnoveinents which resulted 
later in rebellion. Tlic references are to men i)romin(Mit nt the time 
in politics, many of whom were distinguished subsequently in the 
struggle to destroy the Union. 

Note 85, page 234. 

THE LYRIC OF TW'EDDLE HALL. 

The Democrntic organization in the city of New York, founded hy 
General Halpine, John Y. Savage, and Nelson J. Waterbury, in oppo- 
sition to Tammany Hall, had applied for and been refused recogni- 
tion by the State Qmvention, and, in consequence of this indignity, 

had resolved on political vengeance. Cngger and Cassidy were heads 
of llie Albany Kegency, Snniupl J. Tilden was chairman of the State 
Committee, and the "Ccntrar' referred to was the Central Kailroad, 
which up to that time had been used to help the Democracy. 

Note 3G, page 236. 

GIVE ME GUAKO OR GIVE ME DEATH. 

Jeremiah Black, attorney general of the United States, declined 
to defend the President of the United States when on trial of im- 
peachment unless he could obtain the aid of the govenunent in en- 
forcing daims held by certain of his clients to an igfand of goano — 
a corions phase of the impenclunent trial of Andrew Johnson, whidi 
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will live in histoiy with an odor worthy of the subject, and not of 
aancti^. ^ 

Note 37, page 23G. 

TO UNCLK SAM. 

England having abused this country for suspending Ihe Mabtm 
Carpus Aet during the terrible Btmg^e ftr the Union, herself aw- 

pended that " great palladium of freedom" in consequence of a few 

Fenian riots, and imprisoned Irish men, naturalized American citi- 
zens, whom hihc stispoctcd of complicity in Fenian plots, on their re- 
visiting the laud ui their birth. 

Note 88^ pace 8S7. 

THE PRKSIOKNT TO rOVGRESS. 

This was m-ittcn at the time when 4he impeachment of Andrew 
elohnson was tlireatened. The quotations are mainly trom speeches 
made by him in hn fiunona tear through the country. Unde Thad 
is Thaddena Sterols ; AaUejr is the representative in Congress who 

first proposed impeachment ; Phillips is Wendell Phillips ; Mrs. 
C'obh, a lady popularly accused of being a successful place and par- 
don broker. The *' Clevchmii scrape" was the movement for a new 
party, to which the assent of Ueury Word Beecher was obtained — 
an assent that he hastily recalled. 

Note no, page 240. 

MAMloon AGAINST THK MACHINES. 

A political screed referring to local New York combinations. The 
"Lnnch dnVcoosbts ef the Tammany leaders who dine daily at 
the CStj Hall, but, it is abnple justice to add, at thdr own expense. 

The references are to Michael Connolly, the "big judge;" John 
Hardy and Billy Walsh, ex-aldermen ; Nelson J. Waterbury, the 
'Mong judge," formerly district attorney: Smith I'.ly, supervisor — 
leaders of the Democratic Union, the organization opposed to the 
dictation of Tammany Hall in city politics ; and to Peter B. Sweeny, 
chamberiain; John T. Hoffman, mayor; William M. Tweed, su|>er- 
visor, deputy street commissioner, and state senator ; A. Oakey Hall, 
district attorney — the head men of Tammany, and constituting its 
sacred Ring." 
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Note 40, page 243. 

JOHN MOKR1I4SKY MY JO, JOUN. 

Mr. Morrissey was elected as fitting representative of New York 
rity in Congress, and these lines were written in his honor. He was 
a pugilist and gamUer, but it was r^rted that he would not dieat, 
and alwajs " fimght fiur.** 

Note 41, page 245. 

The virtnoos Femando Wood annonneed in a oaid hit deBire fbr 
re-election to Gongrass solely as » public lefatatkm of the calnmnies 
heaped upon him by his enemies. 

Ab|e 42, page 245. 
VOUBTH OOMOBSS8IOKAL DIStBIOT. 

8. Sw OxK and John Fm, New York pa&iiclanB, wore bodi aqii- 
nmts for a seat in Googiess fiom this district. 

Note 43, page 249. 

CHURCH, CAGGER, AND PIPER. 

The references are to Sanford £. Church, l^eter Cagger, S. B. 
Piper, Dean Kcl^nondf president of tiie New York Central Ridlroad, 

and Erastus Coming, who were members of the New York State 
Democratic General Committee, and some of whom belonged to what 
was known in politics as the Albany Begency. 

NoU 44, page 

urns TO A OOKOnnSBMAlf. 

Befen toHenry J.Baymond, editor in chief of the New Yoik Times. 

iVbte 4i>, page 366. 

TWBEDLEDUM AND TWBBDUDBB. 

Befisn to fhe newsp^ier ccnitrorwaies between Horace Greeley and 
Thorlow Weed. " Sid. <3ay" is Sidney Howard Gay, then manar 
f^ag editor q£ the Tribune. 

NeU 46, page 366. 

TBB HBALTB BILI*. 

This was a measure of reform carried by the Citizen's Association, 
with the help of the Republicans, to take the control of sanitary 
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matters in the city of New York from a body of political inspectors, 
several of whom testified before a legislative committee that they 
considered "hygiene" to be a " bad smell" or a "collection of dirty 
water," and giTB it to a medical board. BefiBrence is made to Thomas 
C. Acton, president of the Metropolitaa Board of Police, and Lyman 
Tremaine^ attorney general. 

Note 4:7, page 258. 

RINO RHT1CE8. 

Hiia collection of fiii^tlTe poetical screeds refers to political mat- 
ters in tbe dqr of New York, and to the great contest which the an- 

thor waged as Head Centre of the Democratic Union Organization 
against the Tammany Hall clique, ijopularly doscribo'l a-; The " King." 
These references can only be understood by persons well versed in 
that greatest of m^teiiee, New Toik politicsi and to snch it would 
be a work of snpererogation to explain tiiem. The ftUowing short 
niul condensed statement may be worth the type it requires. On the 
side of tlie Democratic Union were Michsiel Connolly, nicktnimcd the 
" Big Judge ;" William Walsh, a Fourth Ward ex-alderman; Daniel 
M. O iirieu, cuudidute for the state Senate, and Smith Ely, super- 
▼isor. And opposed to them were Matthew T. Brennan, tiien city 
comptndler, snbseqnentily deprived of power, and shelved on the 
Board of Police Commissionors : Charles G. Cornell, street commis- 
sioner : Terence Farley, alderman, and city contractor on very profit- 
able jobs; Teter B. Sweeny, brains of Tammany iloll, subsequently 
made dty chamberlain; William H.Tweed, supervisor, and. hit«r a 
very fat plnmlist, great execntive officer of the combination ; Francis 
I. A. Boole, a low scam}) from Cimada, city inspector, and later a 
lunsitic ; Fernando Wood, absolute owner of nn nrpanization called 
Mozart, whicli he ran as a tctulcr or an oiUMaient to Tanmiany, ac- 
cording as either paid him best ; Thomas C. Fields, state Senator, 
monthpiece of Uie " Ring.** To explain all the allnsions in this and 
other political effhdoos» the space of a volume would be required. 

Note 48, page 28D. 

SONG OF THE NATIONAL DEMOCRACY. 

Written whm it was proposed to nominate General Biz ibr gov- 
ernor of the State of New York. BIchmwid, dagger, and 

Cassidy were members of the controlling political Democratic cliqne 
called the Alhany Tiegency. El^ah F. Purdy, dty supervisor, was 
nicknamed tbe "War Horse." 
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Note 49, page 2D2. 

BENATOR TOM OS ( LAMS. 

John E. Develin, corporation counsel, wa^> celebrated for giving de- 
lightful clam-bakes. On a certun occasion Senator Thomas Murphy 
was invited to one of these fomons entertainments, and tins song i> 
supposed to have been written to express his appreciation of the par- 
ticular dainties that wmi put before liim. 

N4ae 60, page SOa 
TBB mew " spikb" vob political odns. 
James B, Taylor was connected with tlie two greatest swindles 
ever perpetrated against the city of New York — that of West Wash- 
ington Market and of Fort flansevoort — and it was said he had 
bought an interest in the New York Times, to prevent that paper 
exposing him. The references are to Owen W. Bremian, Republican 
Conunissioner of Charities and Ccnrections, brother of Matthew T. 
Brennan, Democratic comptrdler, who had to pass on the Fort Gan- 
sevoort matter ; Anse was Anson Herrick, editor of the Atltis ; Peter 
Griese was the name of a "dummy" on a railroad bill betore the Leg- 
islature, and supposed to stand for I'eter B. bwpeny ; Nelson was 
Ndson J. Wateibmy, head of the opposition to Tammany Hall, and 
Doty was the fictitious name of a subscriber to dty bonds, which 
were eh en to him at par when they were selling in market above 
par, aud was supposed to stand for an eminent Democratic judge. 

^ote 51, page 810. 

MY BAXnO OF THE KOX-HBRAITB. ' 

This and the next song were first published in the Citizen undfflr 
the pretense that they were written by Henry J. Kaymond, and as a 
sj)ecinien of his style, in retaliation for the publication in the Times 
of a fictitious letter purporting to come from Miles O'licilly. 

Note 52, page 311. 

THE BOAKD OF CONTROL PROGRAMME. 

A bill was introduced into the Kepublican Legislature at Albany 
to cure the evils of New York City politics by putting the municipal 
government into the hands of a Board of Control. This scheme was 
mainly promoted by Waldo Hntchings, a RqinUicon wire^nller. ' 
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Note page ;'.ri. 

LYRICS OF ALBANY. 

Mr. Glenn, a member of ^Vssembly, denounced his associates for 
receiving bribes, but fiuled to prove bis case, and was forced to re- 
sign. 

Note 54, page 327. 
A FBAOMEXT, 

attributed by Miles to Heniy J. Baymond^-a perfonaance of vrfakb 
the latter has never yet been able to see the joIul 

Note .j5, page 328. 

TO JUDUE M'CUNN, 

refers to the &moas adventures of the enunent Judge M'Cunn, of the 
New York Superior Court, when he draned his qmrs and sallied out 
to the war, where be won high renown in an extremdy limited period. 

P2 
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